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OLIVIER’S BRAG 






~\ his twelve peers, having taken 
By the palmer’s staff at Saint-Denis, 
made a pilgrimage to Jerusalem. 
They prostrated themselves be- 
fore the tomb of Our Lord, and sat in the 
thirteen chairs of the great hall wherein Jesus 
Christ and his Apostles met together to cele- 
brate the blessed sacrifice of the Mass. Then 
they fared to Constantinople, being fain to 
see King Hugo, who was renowned for his 
magnificence. | | 
The King welcomed them in his Palace, 
where, beneath a golden dome, birds of ruby, 
wrought with a wondrous art, sat and sang in 
bushes of emerald. 
“ He seated the Em iperor of France and the 
tivelve Counts about a table loaded with stags, 
boars, cranes, wild geese, and peacocks, served 
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12». ~. MERRIE TALES .. | 
in pepper. And he offered his guests, in ox- 
horns, the wines of Greece and Asia to drink. 
Charlemagne and his companions quaffed all 
these wines in honour of the King and his 
daughter, the Princess Helen. After supper 
Hugo led them to the chamber where they 
were to sleep. Now this chamber was cir- 
cular, and a column, springing in the midst 
thereof, carried the vaulted roof. Nothing 
could be finer to look upon. Against the 
walls, which were hung with gold and purple, 
twelve beds were ranged, while another greater 
than the rest stood beside the pillar. 

Charlemagne lay in this, and the Counts 
stretched themselves round about him on the 
others. The wine they had drunk ran hot in 
their veins, and their brains were afire. They 
could not sleep, and fell to making brags in- 
stead, and laying of wagers, as is the way of 
the knights of France, each striving to outdo 
the other in warranting himself to do some 
doughty deed for to manifest his prowess. 
The Emperor opened. the game. He said: 

« Let them fetch me, a-horseback and fully 
armed, the best knight King Hugo hath. I 
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will lift my sword and bring it down upon 
him in such wise it shall cleave helm and 
hauberk, saddle and steed, and the blade et 
delve a foot deep underground.” 

Guillaume d’Orange spake up after the 
Emperor and made the second brag. 

T will take,” said he, “a ball of iron sixty 
men can scarce lift, and hurl it so mightily 
against the Palace wall that it shall beat 
down sixty fathoms’ length thereof.” 

Ogier, the Dane, spake next. 

“Ye see yon proud pillar which bears up 
the vault. To-morrow will I tear it down 
and break it like a straw.” 

After which Renaud de Montauban cried 
with an oath: 

°QOd’s lifel Count es whiles you 
overset the pillar, I will clap the dome on my 
shoulders and hale it down to the seashore.” 

Gérard de Rousillon it was made the fifth 
brag. | 
He boasted he would uproot single-handed, 
in one hour, all the trees in the Royal pleasaunce. 
> Aimer took up his somal when Gérard 
was done. . 


14. | MERRIE TALES | 

. ©T havea magic hat,” said he, “made of a 
sea-calf’s skin, which renders me invisible. I 
will set.it on my head, and. to-morrow, whenas 
King Hugo is seated at meat, I will eat up 
his fish and drink down his wine, I will 
tweak his nose and buffet his ears. Not 
knowing whom or what to blame, he will 
clap all his serving-men in gaol and scourge 
them sore,—-and we shall laugh.” 

«For me,” declared Huon de Bordeaux, 
whose turn it was, “for me, I am so nimble 
I will trip up to the King and cut off his 
beard and eyebrows without his knowing 
aught about the matter. ’T is a piece of sport 
I will show you to-morrow. And I shall 
have no need of a sea-calf hat either!” 

Doolin de Mayence made his brag too. 
He promised to eat up in one hour all the 
figs and all the oranges and all the lemons i in 
the King’s orchards. 

Next the Duc Naisme said in this wise: 

- “By my faith! J will go into the banquet 
hall, I will catch up flagons and. cups of gold 
and fling them so high they will never light 
down again save to tumble into the moon.” - 
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Bernard de Brabant then lifted his ‘great 
voice : 

“<I will do better —. he roared. “Ye 
know the river that flows by Constantinople is 
broad and deep, for it is come nigh its mouth 
by then, after traversing Egypt, Babylon, and 
the Earthly Paradise. Well, I will turn it 
from its bed and make it flood the Great 
Square of the City.” 

Gérard de Viane said: 

‘‘Put a dozen knights in line of array. And 
I will tumble all the twelve on their noses, 
only by the wind of my sword.” 

It was the Count Roland laid the twelfth 
wager, in the fashion following: 

«T will take my horn, I will go forth of 
the city and I will blow such a blast all the 
gates of the town will drop from their 
hinges,’ | 
_ Olivier alone had said no word yet. He 
was young and courteous, and the Emperor 
loved him dearly. 

» “Olivier, my son,” he asked, “ will you not 
make your brag like the rest of us?” | 

Right’ willingly, sire,” Olivier ‘replied. 
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“Do you know the name of Hercules of 
Greece?” i 

* Yea, I have heard some discourse of him,’ 
said Charlemagne. ‘‘ He was an idol of the 
misbelievers, like the false god Mahound.” 

«< Not so, sire,” said Olivier. “Hercules of 
Greece was a knight among the Pagans and 
King of a Pagan kingdom. He was a gal- 
lant champion and stoutly framed in all his 
limbs. Visiting the Court of a certain Em- 
peror who had fifty daughters, virgins, he 
wedded them all on one and the same night, 
and that so well and throughly that next 
morning they all avowed themselves well- 
contented women and with naught left to 
learn. He had not slighted ever a one of them. 
Well, sire, an you will, I will lay my wager to 
do after the fashion of Hercules of Greece.” 

_ Nay, beware, Olivier, my son,” cried the 
Emperor, “ beware what. you do; the thing 
would beasin. I felt suré this mre Hercules 
was a Saracen !”’ 

“ Sire,” returned Olivier, ‘‘ know this — I 
warrant me to show in the same space of time 
the selfsame. prowess with one virgin that Her- 
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cules of Greece did with fifty. And the maid 
shall be none other but the Princess Helen, 
King Hugo’s daughter.” 

“Good and well,” agreed Charlemagne; 
“that will be to deal honestly and as a good 
Christian should. But you were in the wrong, 
my son, to drag the fifty virgins of King Her- 
cules into your business, wherein, the Devil 
fly away with me else, I can see but one to 
be concerned.” 

“¢ Sire,” answered Olivier mildly, “there is 
but one of a truth. But she shall win such 
satisfaction of me that, an I number the tokens 
of my love, you will to-morrow see fifty 
crosses scored on the wall, and that is my 
brag.” 

The Count Olivier was yet speaking when 
lo! the column which bare the vault opened. 
The pillar was hollow and contrived in such 
sort that a man could lie hid therein at his 
ease to see and hear everything. Charlemagne 
and the twelve Counts had never a notion of 
this ; so they were sore surprised to behold the 
King of Constantinople step forth. He was 
white with anger and his eyes flashed fire. 
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He said in a terrible voice : 

“So this is how ye show your gratitude for 
the hospitality I offer you. Ye are ill-man- 
nered guests. Fora whole hour have ye been 
insulting me with your bragging wagers. Well, 
know this,— you, Sir Emperor, and ye, his 
knights; if to-morrow ye do not all of you 
make good your boasts, I will have your heads’ 
cut off.” 

Having said his say, he stepped back within 
the pillar, which shut to again closely behind 
him. For a while the twelve paladins were 
dumb with wonder and consternation. The 
Emperor was the first to break the silence. 

‘‘ Comrades,” he said, “’tis true we have 
bragged too freely. Mayhap we have spoken 
things better unsaid. We have drunk overmuch 
wine, and have shown unwisdom. The chief- 
est fault is mine; I am your Emperor, and I 
gave you the bad example. I will devise with 
you to-morrow of the means whereby we may 
save us from this perilous pass; meantime, it 
behoves us to get to sleep. I wish you a good 
night. God have you in his keeping!” 

A moment later the Emperor and the twelve 
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peers were snoring under their coverlets of silk 
and cloth of gold. 

They awoke on the morrow, their minds 
still distraught and deeming the thing was but 
a nightmare. But anon soldiers came to lead 
them to the Palace, that they might make 
good their brags before the King’s face. 

“Come,” cried the Emperor, “ come; and 
let us pray God and His Holy Mother. By 
Our Lady’s help shall we easily make good 
our brags.” 

He marched in front with a more than 
human majesty of port. Arriving anon at 
the King’s Palace, Charlemagne, Naisme, 
Aimer, Huon, Doolin, Guillaume, Ogier, 
Bernard, Renaud, the two Gérards, and Roland 
fell on their knees and, joining their hands in 
prayer, made this supplication to the Holy 
Virgin : 

‘Lady, which art in Paradise, look on us 
now in our extremity; for love of the Realm 
of the Lilies, which is thine own, protect the 
Emperor of France and his twelve peers, and 
give them the puissance to make good their 


brags.” 
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Thereafter they rose up comforted and ful- 
filled of bright courage and gallant confidence, 
for they knew that Our Lady would answer 
their prayer. 

King Hugo, seated on a golden throne, 
accosted them, saying: 

“The hour is come to make good your 
brags. But an if ye fail so to do, I will have 
your heads cut off. Begone therefore, straight- 
way, escorted by my men-at-arms, each one 
of you to the place meet for the doing of the 
fine things ye have insolently boasted ye will 
accomplish.” 

At this order they separated and went divers 
ways, each followed by a little troop of armed 
men. Whiles some returned to the hall where 
they had passed the night, others betook them 
to the gardens and orchards. Bernard de 
Brabant made for the river, Roland hied him 
to the ramparts, and all marched valiantly. 
Only Olivier and Charlemagne tarried in the 
Palace, waiting, the one for the knight that he 
had sworn to cleave in twain, the other for the 
maiden he was to wed. 

But in very brief while a fearful sound arose, 


OLIVIER’S BRAG 21 


awful as the last trump that shall proclaim to 
mankind the end of the world. It reached the 
Great Hall of the Palace, set the birds of 
ruby trembling on their emerald perches and 
shook King Hugo on his throne of gold. 

"T was a noise of walls crumbling into 
ruin and floods roaring, and high above the 
din blared out an ear-splitting trumpet blast. 
Meanwhile messengers had come hurrying in 
from all quarters of the city, and thrown them- 
selves trembling at the King’s feet, bearing 
strange and terrible tidings. 

‘‘ Sire,” said one, “sixty fathoms’ length of 
the city walls is fallen in at one crash.” 

“Sire,” cried another, “the pillar which 
bare up your vaulted hall is broken down, and 
the dome thereof we have seen walking like a 
tortoise toward the sea.” 

« Sire,” faltered a third, ‘ the river, with its 
ships and its fishes, is pouring through the 
streets, and will soon be beating against your 
Palace walls.” 

King Hugo, white with terror, muttered : 

«‘ By my faith! these men are wizards.” 


“Well, Sir King,” Charlemagne addressed 
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him with a smile on his lips, “the Knight I 
wait for is long of coming.” 

The King sent for him, and he came. He 
was a knight of stately stature and well armed. 
The good Emperor clave him in twain, as he 
had said. 

Now while these things were a-doing, 
Olivier thought to himself: 

“The intervention of Our Most Blessed 
Lady is plain to see in these marvels; and 
I am rejoiced to behold the manifest tokens 
she vouchsafes of her love for the Realm 
of France. Not in vain have the Emperor 
and his companions implored the succour of 
the Holy Virgin, Mother of God. Alas! 
I shall pay for all the rest, and have my 
head cut off. For I cannot well ask the Vir- 
gin Mary to help me make good my brag. 
’T is an enterprise of a sort wherein ’t would 
be indiscreet to crave the interference of Her 
who is the Lily of Purity, the Tower of 
Ivory, the Guarded Door and the Fenced Or- 
chard-Close. And, lacking aid from,on high, 
I am sore afraid I may not do so much as I 
have said.” 
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Thus ran Olivier’s thoughts, when King 
Hugo roughly accosted him with the words: 

«Tis now your turn, Count, to fulfil your 
promise.” 

“Sire,” replied Olivier, “ I am waiting with 
great impatience for the Princess your daugh- 
ter. For you must needs do me the priceless 
grace of giving me her hand.” 

‘That is but fair,” said King Hugo. “I 
will therefore bid her come to you and a 
chaplain with her for to celebrate the mar- 
riage.” 

At church, during the ceremony, Olivier 
reflected : 

‘‘The maid is sweet and comely as ever a 
man could desire, and too fain am I to clip 
her in my arms to regret the brag I have 
made.”’ 

That evening, after supper, the Princess 
Helen and the Count Olivier were escorted by 
twelve ladies and twelve knights to a chamber, 
wherein the twain were left alone together. 

There they passed the night, and on the 
morrow guards came and led them both be- 
fore King Hugo. He was on his throne, 
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surrounded by his knights. Near by stood 
Charlemagne and the peers. 

«¢ Well, Count Olivier,” demanded the King, 
“is your brag made good?” 

Olivier held his peace, and already was King 
Hugo rejoiced at heart to think his new son- 
in-law’s head must fall. For of all the brags 
and boasts, it was Olivier’s had angered him 
worst. 

<< Answer,” he stormed. ‘Do you dare to 
tell me your brag is accomplished ?” 

Thereupon the Princess Helen, blushing 
and smiling, spake with eyes downcast and in 
a faint voice, yet clear withal, and said, — 
“Yea!” 

Right glad were Charlemagne and the peers 
to hear the Princess say this word. 

“Well, well,” said Hugo, ‘these French- 
men have God and the Devil o’ their side. It 
was fated I should cut off none of these knights’ 
heads. . . . Come hither, son-in-law,’’ — and 
he stretched forth his hand to Olivier, who 
kissed it. 

The Emperor Charlemagne embraced the 
Princess and said to her: 
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* Helen, I hold you for my daughter and 
my son’s wife. You will go along with us to 
France, and you will live at our Court.” 

Then, as his lips lay on the Princess’s 
cheek, he rounded softly in her ear: 

“You spake as a loving-hearted woman 
should. But tell me this in closest confi- 
dence, — Did you speak the truth?” 

She answered : 

‘‘ Sire, Olivier is a gallant man and a courte- 
ous. He was so full of pretty ways and dainty 
devices for to distract my mind, J never 
thought of counting. Nor yet did fe keep 
score. Needs therefore must I hold him quit 
of his promise.” 

King Hugo made great rejoicings for his 
daughter’s nuptials. Thereafter Charlemagne 
and his twelve peers returned back to France, 
taking with them the Princess Helen. 
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ENT, of the year 1429, pre- 
sented a strange marvel of the 
q Calendar, a conjunction that 
moved the admiration not only 
of the common crowd of the 
Faithful, but eke of Clerks, well learned in 
Arithmetic. For Astronomy, mother of the 





Calendar, was Christian in those days. In 
1429 Good Friday fell on the Feast of the 
Annunciation, so that one and the same day 
combined the commemoration of the two 
several mysteries which did commence and 
consummate the redemption of mankind, and 
in wondrous wise superimposed one on top 
of the other, Jesus conceived in the Virgin’s 
womb and Jesus dying on the Cross. This 
Friday, whereon the mystery of joy came 
80 to coincide exactly with the mystery of 
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sorrow, was named the “Grand Friday,” 
and was kept holy with solemn Feasts on 
Mount Anis, in the Church of the Annun- 
ciation. For many years, by gift of the 
Popes of Rome, the sanctuary of Mount 
Anis had possessed the privilege of the plen- 
ary indulgences of a great jubilee, and the 
late-deceased Bishop of Le Puy, Elie de Le- 
strange, had gotten Pope Martin to restore 
this pardon. It was a favour of the sort the 
Popes scarce ever refused, when asked in 
due and proper form. 

The pardon of the Grand Friday drew a 
great crowd of pilgrims and traders to Le 
Puy-en-Velay. As early as mid February 
folk from distant lands set out thither in 
cold and wind and rain. For the most part 
they fared on foot, staff in hand. Whenever 
they could, these pilgrims travelled in com- 
panies, to the end they might not be robbed 
and held to ransom by the armed bands that 
infested the country parts, and by the barons 
who exacted toll on the confines of their 
lands. Inasmuch as the mountain districts 
were especially dangerous, they tarried in 
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the neighbouring towns, Clermont, Issoire, 
Brioude, Lyons, Issingeaux, Alais, till they 
were gathered in a great host, and then went 
forth on their road in the snow. During 
Holy Week a strange multitude thronged 
the hilly streets of Le Puy,—pedlars from 
Languedoc and Provence and Catalonia, lead- 
ing their mules laded with leather goods, 
oil, wool, webs of cloth, or wines of Spain 
in goat-skins; lords a-horseback and ladies 
in wains, artisans and traders pacing on their 
mules, with wife or daughter perched be- 
hind. Then came the poor pilgrim folk, 
limping along, halting and hobbling, stick 
in hand and bag on back, panting up the 
stiff climb. Last were the flocks of oxen 
and sheep being driven to the slaughter- 
houses. 

Now, leant against the wall of the Bishop’s 
palace, stood Florent Guillaume, looking as 
long and dry and black as an espalier vine 
in winter, and devoured pilgrims and cattle 
with his eyes. 

‘«‘ Look,” he called to Marguerite the lace- 
maker, “look at yonder fine heads of bestial.” 


32 MERRIE TALES 


And Marguerite, squatted beside her bob- 
bins, called back: 

“Yea, fine beasts, and fat withal!” 

Both the twain were very bare and scant of 
the goods of this world, and even then were 
feeling bitterly the pinch of hunger. And 
folk said it came of their own fault. At that 
very moment Pierre Grandmange the tripe- 
seller was saying as much, where he stood in 
his tripe-shop, pointing a finger at them. 
<<’T would be sinful,”” he was crying, ‘to give 
an alms to such good-for-nothing varlets.” The 
tripe-seller would fain have been very chari- 
table, but he feared to lose his soul by giving 
to evil-livers, and all the fat citizens of Le Puy 
had the selfsame scruples. 

To say truth, we must needs allow that, in 
the heyday of her hot youth, Marguerite the 
lace-maker had not matched St. Lucy in pur- 
ity, St. Agatha in constancy, and St. Catherine 
in staidness. As for Florent Guillaume, he 
had been the best scrivener in the city. For 
years he had not had his equal for engrossing 
the Hours of Our Lady of Le Puy. But he 
had been over fond of merrymakings and 


THE MIRACLE OF THE MAGPIE 33 


junketings. Now his hand had lost its cun- 
ning, and his eye its clearness; he could no 
more trace the letters on the parchment with 
the needful steadiness of touch. Even so, he 
might have won his livelihood by teaching 
apprentices in his shop at the sign of the Im- 
age of Our Lady, under the choir buttresses of 
The Annunciation, for he was a fellow of good 
counsel and experience. But having had the 
ill fortune to borrow of Maitre Jacquet Coque- 
douille the sum of six livres ten sous, and hav- 
ing paid him back at divers terms eighty livres 
two sous, he had found himself at the last to 
owe yet six livres two sous to the account of 
his creditor, which account was approved cor- 
rect by the judges, for Jacquet Coquedouille 
was a sound arithmetician. This was the 
reason why the scrivenry of Florent Guil- 
laume, under the choir buttresses of The 
Annunciation, was sold, on Saturday the fifth 
day of March, being the Feast of St. The- 
ophilus, to the profit of Maitre Jacquet 
Coquedouille. Since that time the poor 
penman had never a place to call his own. 


But by the good help of Jean Magne the 
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bell-ringer and with the protection of Our 
Lady, whose Hours he had aforetime written, 
Florent Guillaume found a perch o’ nights in 
the steeple of the Cathedral. 

The scrivener and the lace-maker had much 
ado to live. Marguerite only kept body and 
soul together by chance and charity, for she 
had long lost her good looks and she hated the 
lace-making. They helped each other. Folks 
said so by way of reproach; they had been 
better advised to account it to them for right- 
eousness. Florent Guillaume was a learned 
clerk. Well knowing every word of the his- 
tory of the beautiful Black Virgin of Le Puy 
and the ordering of the ceremonies of the 
great pardon, he had conceived the notion he 
might serve as guide to the pilgrims, deeming 
he would surely light on someone compas- 
sionate enough to pay him a supper in guerdon 
of his fine stories. But the first folk he had 
offered his services to had bidden him begone 
because his ragged coat bespoke neither good 
guidance nor clerkly wit; so he had come 
back, downhearted and crestfallen, to the Bish- 
op’s wall, where he had his bit of sunshine and 
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his kind gossip Marguerite. ‘They reckon,” 
he said bitterly, «I am not learned enough to 
number them the relics and recount the mira- 
cles of Our Lady. Do they think my wits 
have escaped away through the holes in my 
gaberdine ?”’ 

“°*T is not the wits,” replied Marguerite, 
“escape by the holes in a body’s clothes, but 
the good natural heat. I am sore a-cold. 
And it is but too true that, man and woman, 
they judge us by our dress. The gallants would 
find me comely enough yet if I was accoutred 
like my Lady the Comtesse de Clermont.” 

Meanwhile, all the length of the street in 
front of them the pilgrims were elbowing 
and fighting their way to the Sanctuary, where 
they were to win pardon for their sins. 

“They will surely suffocate anon,” said 
Marguerite. ‘Twenty-two years agone, on the 
Grand Friday, two hundred persons died stifled 
under the porch of The Annunciation. God 
have their souls in keeping! Ay, those were 
the good times, when I was young!” 

«Tis very true indeed, that year you tell 
of, two hundred pilgrims crushed each other 
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to death and departed from this world to the 
other. And next day was never a sign to be 
seen of aught untoward.” 

As he so spake, Florent Guillaume noted 
a pilgrim, a very fat man, who was not hurry- 
ing to get him assoiled with the same hot haste 
as the rest, but kept rolling his wide eyes to 
right and left with a look of distress and fear. 
Florent Guillaume stepped up to him and 
louted low. 

‘“‘ Messire,” he accosted him, “ one may see 
at a glance you are a sensible man and an 
experienced; you do not rush blindly to the 
pardon like a sheep to the slaughter. The rest 
of the folk go helter-skelter thither, the nose 
of one under the tail of the other; but you 
follow a wiser fashion. Grant me the boon 
to be your guide, and you will not repent 
your bargain.” 

The pilgrim, who proved to be a gentleman 
of Limoges, answered in the patois of his 
countryside, that he had no use for a scurvy 
beggarman and could very well find his own 
way to The Annunciation for to receive pardon 


for his faults. And therewith he set his face 
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resolutely to the hill. But Florent Guillaume 
cast himself at his feet, and tearing at his hair: 

‘Stop! stop! messire,” he cried; ‘i’ God’s 
name and by all the Saints, I warn you go no 
farther! *T will be your death, and you are not 
the man we could see perish without grief and 
dolour. A few steps more and you are a dead 
man! They are suffocating up yonder. Already 
full six hundred pilgrims have given up the 
ghost. And this is but a small beginning! Do 
you not know, messire, that twenty-two years 
agone, in the year of grace one thousand four 
hundred and seven, on the selfsame day and at 
the selfsame hour, under yonder porch, nine 
thousand six hundred and thirty-eight persons, 
without reckoning women and children, tram- 
pled each other underfoot and perished miser- 
ably? An you met the same fate, I should 
never smile again. To see you ts to love you, 
messire ; to know you is to conceive a sudden 
and overmastering desire to serve you.” 

The Limousin gentleman had halted in no 
small surprise and turned pale to hear such 
discourse and see the fellow tearing out his 
hair in fistfuls. In his terror he was for turn- 
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ing back the way he had come. But Florent 
Guillaume, on his knees in the mud, held him 
back by the skirt of his jacket. 

«Never go that way, messire! not that 
way. You might meet Jacquet Coquedouille, 
and you would be all in an instant turned into 
stone. Better encounter the basilisk than 
Jacquet Coquedouille. I will tell you what 
you must do if, like the wise and prudent man 
your face proclaims you to be, you would live 
long and make your peace with God. Hearken 
to me; I am a scholar, a Bachelor. To-day 
the holy relics will be borne through the streets 
and crossways of the city. You will find great 
solace in touching the carven shrines which 
enclose the cornelian cup wherefrom the child 
Jesus drank, one of the wine-jars of the Mar- 
riage at Cana, the cloth of the Last Supper, 
and the holy foreskin. If you take my ad- 
vice, we will go wait for them, under cover, at 
a cookshop I wot of, before which they will 
pass without fail.”’ 

Then, in a wheedling voice, without loosing 
his hold of the pilgrim’s jacket, he pointed to 
the lace-maker and said: 
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‘¢Messire, you must give six sous to yonder 
worthy woman, that she may go buy us wine, 
for she knows where good liquor is to be 
gotten.” 

The Limousin gentleman, who was a sim- 
ple soul after all, went where he was led, and 
Florent Guillaume supped on the leg and 
wing of a goose, the bones whereof he put in 
his pocket as a present for Madame Ysabeau, 
his fellow lodger in the timbers of the steeple, 
—to wit, Jean Magne the bell-ringer’s magpie. 

He found her that night perched on the 
beam where she was used to roost, beside the 
hole in the wall which was her storeroom 
wherein she hoarded walnuts and hazel-nuts, 
almonds and beech-nuts. She had awoke at 
the noise of his coming and flapped her 
wings; so he greeted her very courteously, 
addressing her in these obliging terms: 

‘“‘ Magpie most pious, lady recluse, bird of 
the cloister, Margot of the Nunnery, sable- 
frocked Abbess, Church fowl of the lustrous 
coat, all hail!” 

Then offering her the goose bones nicely 
folded in a cabbage leaf: 
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scraps remaining of a good dinner a gentleman 
from Limoges gave me. His countrymen are 
radish eaters; but I have taught this one to 
prefer an Anis goose to all the radishes in the 
Limousin.” 

Next day and the rest of the week Florent 
Guillaume, — for he could never light on his 
fat friend again nor yet any other good pil- 
grim with a well-lined travelling wallet, — 
fasted a sols ortu usque ad occasum, from rising 
sun to dewy eve. Marguerite the lace-maker 
did likewise. This was very meet and right, 
seeing the time was Holy Week. 
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IT 


OW on Holy Easter Day, Maitre 
Jacquet Coquedouille, a notable 
citizen of the place, was peeping 
through a hole in a shutter of 





his house and watching the 
countless throng of pilgrims passing down the 
steep street. They were wending homewards, 
happy to have won their pardon; and the 
sight of them greatly magnified his veneration 
for the Black Virgin. For he deemed a lady 
so much sought after must needs be a puissant 
dame. He was old, and his only hope lay in 
God’s mercy. Yet was he but ill-assured of 
his eternal salvation, for he remembered how 
many a time he had ruthlessly fleeced the 
widow and the orphan. Moreover, he had 
robbed Florent Guillaume of his scrivenry at 
the sign of Our Lady. He was used to lend 
at high interest on sound security. Yet could 
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no man infer he was a usurer, forasmuch as he 
was a Christian, and it was only the Jews prac- 
tised usury, —the Jews, and, if you will, the 
Lombards and the men of Cahors. 

Now Jacquet Coquedouille went about the 
matter quite otherwise than the Jews. He 
never said, like Jacob, Ephraim, and Manasses, 
‘¢T am lending you money.” What he did 
say was, “I am putting money into your 
business to help your trafficking,” a different 
thing altogether. For usury and lending 
upon interest were forbidden by the Church, 
but trafficking was lawful and permitted. 

And yet at the thought how he had brought 
many Christian folk to poverty and despair, 
Jacquet Coquedouille felt the pangs of re- 
morse, as he pictured the sword of Divine 
Justice hanging over his head. So on this 
holy Easter Day he was fain to secure him 
against the Last Judgment by winning the 
protection of Our Lady. He thought to 
himself she would plead for him at the judg- 
ment seat of her divine Son, if only he gave 
her a handsome fee. So he went to the great 
chest where he kept his gold, and, after mak- 
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ing sure the chamber door was shut fast, he 
opened the chest, which was full of angels, flor- 
ins, esterlings, nobles, gold crowns, gold ducats, 
and golden sous, and all the coins ever struck 
by Christian or Saracen. He extracted with 
a sigh of regret twelve deniers of fine gold 
and laid them on the table, which was crowded 
with balances, files, scissors, gold-scales, and 
account books. After shutting his chest again 
and triple-locking it, he numbered the deniers, 
renumbered them, gazed long at them with 
looks of affection, and addressed them in 
words so soft and sweet, so affable and ingra- 
tiating, so gentle and courteous, it seemed 
rather the music of the spheres than human 
speech. 

“Oh, little angels!” sighed the good old 
man. “Oh, my dear little angels! Oh, my 
pretty gold sheep, with the fine, precious 
fleece |” 

And taking the pieces between his fingers 
with as much reverence as it had been the 
body of Our Lord, he put them in the bal- 
ance and made sure they were of the full 
weight, — or very near, albeit a trifle clipped 
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already by the Lombards and the Jews, 
through whose hands they had passed. After 
which he spoke to them yet more graciously 
than before: 

“Oh, my pretty sheep, my sweet, pretty 
lambs, there, let me shear you! ’*T will do 
you no hurt at all.” 

Then, seizing his great scissors, he clipped 
off shreds of gold here and there, as he was 
used to clip every piece of money before part- 
ing with it. And he gathered the clippings 
carefully in a wooden bow! that was already 
half full of bits of gold. He was ready to 
give twelve angels to the Holy Virgin; but 
he felt no way bound to depart from his use 
and wont. This done, he went to the aumry 
where his pledges lay, and drew out a little 
blue purse, broidered with silver, which a 
dame of the petty trading sort had left with 
him in her distress. He remembered that 
blue and white are Our Lady’s colours. 

That day and the next he did nothing fur- 
ther. But in the night, betwixt Monday and 
Tuesday, he had cramps, and dreamt the 
devils were pulling him by the feet. This he 
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took for a warning of God and our Blessed 
Lady, tarried within doors pondering the mat- 
ter all the day, and then toward evening went 
to lay his offering at the feet of the Black 
Virgin. 
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Vy HAT same day, as night was 


TRON 


closing in, Florent Guillaume 


~ 
Z 


nh Ne thought ruefully of returning 
GO| (x Ne 
ws. re, 


to his airy bedchamber. He 
had fasted the livelong day, sore 
against the grain, holding that a good Christian 
ought not to fast in the glorious Resurrection 
week. Before mounting to his bed in the 
steeple, he went to offer a pious prayer to the 
Lady of Le Puy. She was still there in 
the midst of the Church at the spot where 
she had offered herself on the Grand Friday to 
the veneration of the Faithful. Small and 
black, crowned with jewels, in a mantle blaz- 
ing with gold and precious stones and pearls, 
she held on her knees the Child Jesus, who 
was as black as his mother and passed his head 
through aslit inher cloak. It was the miracu- 
lous image which St. Louis had received as a 
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gift from the Soldan of Egypt and had carried 
with his own hands to the Church of Anis. 

All the pilgrims were gone now, and the 
Church was dark and empty. The last offer- 
ings of the Faithful were spread at the feet 
of the beautiful Black Virgin, displayed on 
a table lit with wax tapers. You could see 
amongst the rest a head, hearts, hands, feet, 
a woman’s breasts of silver, a little boat of 
gold, eggs, loaves, Aurillac cheeses, and in a 
bowl full of deniers, sous, and groats, a little 
blue purse broidered with silver. Over against 
the table, in a huge chair, dozed the priest 
who guarded the offerings. 

Florent Guillaume dropped on his knees 
before the holy image, and said over to him- 
self this pious prayer : 

‘‘ Lady, an it be true that the holy prophet 
Jeremias, having beheld thee with the eyes 
of faith ere ever thou wast conceived, carved 
with his hands out of cedar-wood in thy 
likeness the holy image before which I am at 
this present kneeling ; an it be true that after- 
ward King Ptolemy, instructed of the miracles 
wrought by this same holy image, took it from 
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the Jewish priests, bare it to Egypt and set it 
up, covered with precious stones, in the temple 
of the idols; an it be true that Nebuchad- 
nezzar, conqueror of the Egyptians, seized it 
in his turn and had it laid amongst his treasure, 
where the Saracens found it when they cap- 
tured Babylon; an it be true that the Soldan 
loved it in his heart above all things, and was 
used to adore it at the least once every day; 
an it be true that the said Soldan had never 
given it to our saintly King Louis, but that 
his wife, who was a Saracen dame, yet 
prized chivalry and knightly prowess, re- 
solved to make it a gift to the best knight 
and worthiest champion of all Christendom ; 
in a word, an this image be miraculous, as [ 
do firmly credit, have it do a miracle, Lady, in 
favour of the poor clerk who hath many a time 
writ thy praises on the vellum of the service 
books. He hath sanctified his sinful hands by 
engrossing in a fair writing, with great red 
capitals at the beginning of each clause, ‘ the 
fifteen joys of Our Lady,’ in the vulgar tongue 
and in rhyme, for the comforting of the 
afflicted. °T'is pious work this. Think of 


THE MIRACLE OF THE MAGPIE 49 


it, Lady, and heed not his sins. Give him 
somewhat to eat. “I'will both do me much 
profit, and bring thee great honour, for the 
miracle will appear no mean one to all them 
that know the world. Thou hast this day 
gotten gold, eggs, cheeses, and a little blue 
purse broidered with silver. Lady, I grudge 
thee none of the gifts that have been made 
thee. Thou dost well deserve them, yea, and 
more than they. Ido not so much as ask thee 
to make them give me back what a thief hath 
robbed me of, a thief by name Jacquet Coque- 
douille, one of the most honoured citizens of 
this thy town of Le Puy. No, all I ask of 
thee is not to let me die of hunger. And if 
thou grant me this boon, I will indite a full 
and fair history of thine holy image here 
present.” 

So prayed Florent Guillaume. The soft 
murmur of his petition was answered only by 
the deep-chested, placid snore of the sleeping 
priest. The poor scrivener rose from his 
knees, stepped noiselessly adown the nave, for 
he was grown so light his footfall could scarce 
be heard, and, fasting as he was, climbed the 
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tower stairs that had as many steps as there 
are days in the year. 

Meanwhile Madame Ysabeau, slipping under 
the cloister gate, entered her Church. The 
pilgrims had driven her away, for she loved 
peace and solitude. The bird came forward 
cautiously, putting one foot slowly in front of 
the other, then stopped and craned her neck, 
casting a suspicious look to right and left. 
Then giving a graceful little jump and shak- 
ing out her tail feathers, she hopped up to 
the Black Madonna. Then she stood stock 
still a few moments, scrutinising the sleeping 
watchman and questioning the darkness and 
silence with eyes and ears alert. At last with 
a mighty flutter of wings she alighted on the 
table of offerings. 
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IV 


are EANWHILE Florent Guillaume 


VOWS) 
‘a VaR 


ape rae x had settled himself for the night 


@ in the steeple. It was bitter 
) cold. The wind came blowing 
in through the luffer-boards and 
fluted and organed among the bells to rejoice 
the heart of the cats and owls. And this was 
not the only objection to the lodging. Since 
the earthquake of 1427, which had shaken 
the whole church, the spire was dropping to 





pieces stone by stone and threatened to collapse 
altogether in the first storm. Our Lady suf- 
fered this dilapidation because of the people’s 
sins. 

Presently Florent Guillaume fell asleep, 
which is a token of his innocency of heart. 
What dreams he dreamt is clean forgot, ex- 
cept that he had a vision in his sleep of a lady 
of consummate beauty who came and kissed 
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him on the mouth. But when his lips 
opened to return her salute, he swallowed two 
or three woodlice that were walking over his 
face and by their tickling had deluded his 
sleeping senses into the agreeable fancy. He 
awoke, and hearing a noise of wings beating 
above his head, he thought it was a devil, as 
was very natural for him to opine, seeing how 
the evil spirits flock in countless swarms to 
torment mankind, and above all at night time. 
But the moon just then breaking through the 
clouds, he recognised Madame Ysabeau and 
saw she was busy with her beak pushing into 
a crack in the wall that served her for store- 
house a blue purse broidered with silver. 
He let her do as she list; but when she had 
left her hoard, he clambered onto a beam, 
took the purse, opened it, and saw it con- 
tained twelve good gold deniers, which he 
clapped in his belt, giving thanks to the 
incomparable Black Virgin of Le Puy. For 
he was a clerk and versed in the Scriptures, 
and he remembered how the Lord fed his 
prophet Elias by a raven; whence he inferred 
that the Holy Mother of God had sent by a 
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magpie twelve deniers to her poor penman, 
Florent Guillaume. 

On the morrow Florent and Marguerite 
the lace-maker ate a dish of tripe, —a treat 
they had craved for many a long year. 

So ends the Miracle of the Magpie. May 
he who tells the tale live, as he would fain 
live, in good and gentle peace, and all good 


hap befall such folk as shall read the same. 
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<M HE Parisians were far from lov- 
@| a ing the English and found it 
IFS hard to put up with them. 

RG 10 OE When, after the obsequies of the 

: " late King Charles VI, the Duke 
of Bedford had the sword of the King of 
France borne before him, the people mur- 
mured. But what cannot be cured must be 
endured. Besides, though the capital hated the 
English, it loved the Burgundians. What 
more natural for citizen folk, and especially 
for money-changers and traders, than to ad- 
mire Duke Philip, a prince of seemly presence 
and the richest nobleman in Christendom. As 
for the “little King of Bourges,” a sorry-look- 
ing mortal and very poor, strongly suspected, 
moreover, of foul murder at the Bridge of Mon- 
tereau, what had he about him to please folk 
withal? Scorn was the sentiment felt for him, 
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and horror and loathing for his partisans. For 
ten years now had these been riding and raid- 
ing around the walls, pillaging and holding to 
ransom. No doubt the English and Burgun- 
dians did much the same; when, in the month 
of August, 1423, Duke Philip came to Paris, 
his men-at-arms had ravaged all the country 
about. And they were friends and allies of 
course; but after all they only came and went. 
The Armagnacs, on the contrary, were always 
in the field, stealing whatever they could lay 
their handsupon, firing farmsteadsand churches, 
killing women and children, deflowering vir- 
gins and nuns, hanging men by the thumbs. 
In 1420 they threw themselves like devils let 
loose on the village of Champigny and burnt 
up altogether oats, wheat, lambs, cows, oxen, 
children, and women. They did the like and 
worse at Croissy. A very great clerk of the 
University declared they wrought all wicked- 
ness that can be wrought and conceived, and 
that more Christian folk had been martyred at 
tk eir hands than ever Maximian or Diocletian 
diq’;%0 death. 

aN the news that these accursed Armagnacs 
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were at the gates of Compiégne and occupying 
the neighbouring castles and their lands, the 
folk of Paris were sore afraid. ‘They believed 
that the Dauphin’s soldiers had sworn, if they 
entered Paris, to slay whomsoever they found 
there. They affirmed openly that Messire 
Charles de Valois had given up to his men’s 
mercy town and townsmen, great and small, of 
every rank and condition, men and women, 
and that he proposed to drive the plough over 
the site of the city. The inhabitants mostly 
believed the tale; so they set the St. Andrew’s 
cross on their coats, in token that they were 
of the party of the Burgundians. Their hatred 
was doubled, and their fears with it, when they 
learned that Brother Richard and the Maid 
Jeanne were at the head of King Charles’ 
army. They knew nothing of the Maid save 
from the rumour of the victories she was 
reported to have won at Orleans. But they 
deemed she had vanquished the English by the 
Devil’s aid, by means of spells and enchant- 
ments. The Masters of the University all 
said: “A creature in shape of a woman is 
with the Armagnacs. What it is, God knows!” 
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For Brother Richard, they knew him well. 
He had come to Paris before, and they had 
hearkened reverently to his sermons. He had 
even persuaded them to renounce those games 
of chance for which they had been used to 
forget meat and drink and the services of the 
Church. Now, at the tidings that Brother 
Richard was on foray with the Armagnacs and 
winning over for them by his well-hung 
tongue good towns like Troyes in Champagne, 
they called down on him the curse of God 
and his Saints. They tore out of their hats 
the leaden medals inscribed with the holy 
name of Jesus, which the good Brother had 
given them, and to show in what detestation 
they held him, resumed dice, bowls, draughts, 
and all other games they had renounced at 
his exhortation. 

The city was strongly fortified, for in the 
days when King Jean was a prisoner of the 
English, the citizens of Paris, seeing the enemy 
in the heart of the Kingdom, had feared 
a siege and had hastened to put the walls in a 
state of defence. They had surrounded the 
place with moats and counter-moats. The 
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moats, on the left bank of the river, were dug 
at the foot of the walls forming the old circle 
of fortification. But on the right bank there 
were faubourgs, both extensive and well built, 
outside the walls and almost touching them. 
The new moats enclosed a part of these, and the 
Dauphin Charles, King Jean’s son, afterward 
had a wall built along the line of them. 
Nevertheless there was some feeling of in- 
security, for the Cathedral Chapter took 
measures to put the relics and treasure out of 
reach of the enemy. 

Meantime, on Sunday, August 21st, a Cor- 
delier, by name Brother Joconde, entered the 
town. He had made pilgrimage to Jerusalem, 
and was said, like Brother Vincent Ferrier 
and Brother Bernardino of Sienna, to have 
enjoyed by the abounding grace of God many 
revelations anent the forthcoming end of the 
world. He gave out that he would preach his 
first sermon to the Parisians on Tuesday follow- 
ing, St. Bartholomew’s day, in the Cloister of 
‘‘The Innocents.” On the eve of that day 
more than six thousand persons spent the night 
in the Cloister. At the foot of the platform 
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wherefrom he was to preach, the women sat 
squatted on their heels, and amongst them 
Guillaumette Dyonis, who was blind from birth. 

She was the child of an artisan who had 
been killed by the Burgundians in the woods 
of Boulogne-la-Grande. Her mother had been 
carried off by a Burgundian man-at-arms, and 
none knew what had become of her. Guil- 
laumette was fifteen or sixteen years of age. 
She lived at “The Innocents” on what she 
made by spinning wool, at which trade there 
was not a better worker to be found in all the 
town. She went and came in the streets with- 
out the help of any and knew everything as 
well as those who can see. As she lived a 
good and holy life and fasted often, she was 
favoured with visions. In especial she had 
been accorded notable revelations by the Apos- 
tle St. John concerning the troubles that then 
beset the Kingdom of France. Now, as she 
was reciting her Hours at the foot of the plat- 
form, under the great Dance of Death, a 
woman called Simone la Bardine, who was 
seated on the ground beside her, asked her if 
the good Brother was not coming soon. 
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Guillaumette Dyonis could not see the 
tailed gown of green and the horned wimple 
which Simone la Bardine wore; yet she knew 
by instinct the woman was no honest dame. 
She felt a natural aversion for light women and 
the sort the soldiers called their sweethearts or 
«‘ doxies,”’ but it had been revealed to her that 
we should hold such in great pity and deal 
compassionately with them. Wherefore she 
answered Simone la Bardine gently : 

“The good Father will come soon, please 
God. And we shall have no reason to regret 
having waited, for he is eloquent in prayer 
and his sermons turn the folk to devotion more 
even than those of Brother Richard, who spake 
in these Cloisters in the springtime. He knows 
more than any man living of the times that 
shall come and shall show us strange por- 
tents. I trow we shall gain great profit of his 
words.” 

“God grant it,” sighed Simone la Bardine. 
‘«‘ But are you not very sorry to be blind?” 

““No. I wait to see God.” | 

Simone la Bardine made her mantle into a 
cushion, and said: | 
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‘‘ Life is all ups and downs. I live at the 
top of the Rue Saint-Antoine. °T is the finest 
part of the city and the merriest, for the best 
hostelries are in the Place Baudet and there- 
about. Before the Wars there was aye abun- 
dance there of hot cakes and fresh herrings and 
Auxerre wine by the tun. With the English 
famine entered the town. Now is there nei- 
ther bread in the bin nor firewood on the 
hearth. One after other the Armagnacs and 
the Burgundians have drunk up allthe wine, 
and there is naught left in the cellar but a little 
thin, sour cider and sloe-juice. Knights armed 
for the tourney, pilgrims with their cockle- 
shells and staves, traders with their chests full 
of knives and little service-books, where are 
they gone? They never come now to seek a 
lodging and good living in the Rue Saint- 
Antoine. But the wolves quit covert in the 
forests and prowl of nights in the faubourgs 
and devour little children.” 

«Put your trust in God,” Guillaumette 
Dyonis answered her. 

“Amen!” returned Simone la Bardine. “But 
I have not told you the worst. On the Thurs- 
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day before St. John’s day, at three after mid- 
night, two Englishmen came knocking at my 
door. Not knowing but they had come to 
rob me or break up my chests and coffers out 
of mischief, or do some other devilment, I 
shouted to them from my window to go their 
ways, that I did not know them and I was not 
going to open the door. But they only ham- 
mered louder, swearing they were going to 
break in the door and come in and cut off my 
nose and ears. To stop their uproar I emptied 
a crockful of water on their heads; but the 
crock slipped out of my hands and broke on the 
back of one fellow’s neck so unchancily that it 
felled him. His comrade called up the watch. 
I was haled to the Chatelet and clapped in 
prison, where I was very hardly handled, and 
only escaped by paying a heavy sum of money. 
I found my house pillaged from cellar to 
attic. From that day my affairs have gone 
from bad to worse, and I have naught in the 
wide world but the clothes I stand up in. 
In very despair I have come hither to hear 
the good Father, who they say abounds in 
comforting words.” | 


66 MERRIE TALES 


“‘God, who loves you,” said Guillaumette 
Dyonis, ** has moved you in all this.’’ 

Then a great silence fell on the crowd as 
Brother Joconde appeared. His eyes flashed 
like lightning. When he opened his lips, his 
voice pealed out like thunder. 

‘I have come from Jerusalem,” he began ; 
‘¢and to prove it, see in this wallet are roses of 
Jericho, a branch of the olive under which Our 
Saviour sweated drops of blood, and a handful 
of the earth of Calvary.” 

He gave a long narrative of his pilgrimage. 
And he added: 

“In Syria I met Jews travelling in com- 
panies; I asked them whither they were bound, 
and they told me: ‘ We are flocking in crowds 
to Babylon, because in very deed the Messiah 
is born among men, and will restore us our 
heritage, and stablish us again in the Land of 
Promise.’ So said these Jews of Syria. Now 
the Scriptures teach us that he they call the 
Messiah is, in truth, Antichrist, of whom it is 
said he must be born at Babylon, chief city of 
the kingdom of Persia, be reared at Bethsaida, 
and dwell in his youth at Chorazin. That is 
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why Our Lord said: ‘Woe unto thee, Chor- 
azin! Woe unto thee, Bethsaida!’ 

‘‘ The year that is at hand,” went on Brother 
Joconde, “will bring the greatest marvels that 
have ever been beheld. 

“The times are at hand. He is born, the 
man of sin, the son of perdition, the wicked 
man, the beast from out the abyss, the abom- 
ination of desolation. He comes from the 
tribe of Dan, of which it is written: ‘Dan 
shall be a serpent in the way, an adder in the 
path.’ 

‘¢ Brethren, soon shall ye see returning to 
this earth the Prophets Elias and Enoch, Moses, 
Jeremias, and St. John Evangelist. And lo! 
the day of wrath is dawning, the day which 
‘solvet seclum in favilla, teste David et Si- 
bylla.. Wherefore now is the time to repent 
and do penance and renounce the false delights 
of this world.” 

At the good Brother’s word bosoms heaved 
with remorse and deep-drawn sighs were 
heard. Not a few, both men and women, 
were near fainting when the preacher cried: 

«I read in your souls that ye keep man- 
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drakes at home, which will bring you to hell 
fire.” 

It was true. Many Parisians paid heavily 
to the old witch-wives, who profess unholy 
knowledge, for to buy mandrakes, and were 
used to keep them treasured in a chest. 
These magic roots have the likeness of a 
little man, hideously ugly and misshapen in 
a weird and diabolic fashion. They would 
dress them out magnificently, in fine linen 
and silks, and the mannikins brought them 
riches, chief source of all the ills of this 
world. | 

Next Brother Joconde thundered against 
women’s extravagant attire. 

«‘ Leave off,” he bade them, ‘your horns 
and your tails! Are ye not shamed so to 
bedizen yourselves like she-devils? Light 
bonfires, I say, in the public streets, and cast 
therein and burn your damnable head-gear, — 
pads and rolls, erections of leather and whale- 
bone, wherewith ye stiffen out the front of 
your hoods.” 

He ended by exhorting them with so 
much zeal and loving-kindness not to lose 
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their souls, but put themselves in the grace 
of God, that all who heard him wept hot 
tears. And Simone la Bardine wept more 
abundantly than any. 

When, finally, coming down from his 
platform, Brother Joconde crossed the clois- 
ter and graveyard, the people fell on their 
knees as he went by. The women gave 
him their little ones to bless, or besought 
him to touch medals and rosaries for them. 
Some plucked threads from his gown, think- 
ing to get healing by putting them, like 
relics of the Saints, on the places where they 
were afflicted. Guillaumette Dyonis fol- 
lowed the good Father as easily as if she 
saw him with her bodily eyes. Simone la 
Bardine trailed behind her, sobbing. She 
had pulled off her horned wimple and tied 
a kerchief round her head. 

Thus they marched, the three of them, 
along the streets, where men and women, 
who had been at the preaching, were kin- 
dling fires before their doors to cast therein 
head-gear and mandrake roots. But on reach- 
ing the river bank, Brother Joconde sat 
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down under an elm, and Guillaumette Dyonis 
came up to him and said: 

‘Father, it hath been revealed to me in 
vision that you are come to this Kingdom 
to restore the same to good peace and con- 
cord. I have had myself many revelations 
concerning the peace of the Kingdom.” 

Next Simone Ja Bardine took up her 
parable and said: 

‘‘Brother Joconde, I lived once in a fine 
house in the Rue Saint-Antoine, near by the 
Place Baudet, which is the fairest quarter 
of Paris, and the wealthiest. I had a matted 
chamber, mantles of cloth of gold, and gowns 
trimmed with miniver, enough to fill three 
great chests; I had a feather-bed, a dresser 
loaded with pewter, and a little book wherein 
you saw in pictures the story of Our Lord. But 
since the wars and pillagings that devastate the 
Kingdom, I have lost everything. The gallants 
never come now to take their pleasure in the 
Place Baudet. But the wolves come there 
instead to devour little children. The Bur- 
gundians and the English are as bad as the Ar- 
magnacs. Would you have me go with you?” 
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The Monk gazed a while in silence at the 
two women; and deeming it was Jesus Christ 
himself had led them to him, he received 
them for his Penitents, and thereafter the 
twain followed him wherever he went. Every 
day he preached to the people, now at “The 
Innocents,” now at the Porte Saint-Honoré, 
or at the Halles. But he never went outside 
the Walls, by reason of the Armagnacs, who 
were raiding all the countryside round the 
city. 

His words led many souls to a better life; 
and at the fourth sermon he preached in Paris, 
he received for Penitents Jeannette Chastenier, 
wife of a merchant-draper on the Pont-au- 
Change, and another woman, by name Oppor- 
tune Jadoin, who nursed the sick at the 
Hétel-Dieu and was no longer very young. 
He admitted likewise into his company a 
gardener of the Ville-]’Evéque, a lad of about 
sixteen, Robin by name, who bare on his feet 
and hands the stigmata of the crucifixion, and 
was shaken by a sore trembling of all his 
limbs. He often saw the Holy Virgin in cor- 
poreal presence, and heard her speech and sa- 
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voured the divine odours of her glorified body. 
She had entrusted him with a message for the 
Regent of England and for the Duke of 
Burgundy. Meantime the army of Messire 
Charles of Valois entered the town of Saint- 
Denis. And no man durst from that day go 
out of Paris to harvest the fields or gather 
aught from the market-gardens which covered 
the plain to the northward of the city. In- 
stantly famine prices ruled, and the inhabi- 
tants began to suffer cruelly. And they 
were further exasperated because they believed 
themselves betrayed. It was openly said that 
certain folk, and in especial certain men of 
Religion, suborned by Messire Charles of 
Valois, were watching for the best time to stir 
up trouble and bring in the enemy in an hour 
of panic and confusion. Haunted by this fear, 
which was not perhaps altogether baseless, 
the citizens who kept guard of the ramparts 
showed scant mercy to any men of evil looks 
whom they found loitering near the Gates and 
whom they might suspect, on the most trivial 
evidence, of making signals to the Armagnacs. 


On Thursday, September 8th, the good 
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people of Paris awoke without any fear of be- 
ing attacked before the next day. This day, 
September 8th, was the Feast of the Nativity 
of the Virgin, and it was an_ established 
custom with the two factions that tore the 
Kingdom in twain to keep holy the feast-days 
of Our Lord and His Blessed Mother. 

Yet at this holy season the Parisians, on com- 
ing forth from Mass, learnt that, notwithstand- 
ing the sacredness of the day, the Armagnacs 
had appeared before the Porte Saint-Honoré 
and had set fire to the outwork which defended 
its approach. It was further reported that 
Messire Charles of Valois was posted, for the 
time being, along with Brother Richard and 
the Maid Jeanne, in the Hog Market with- 
out the Walls. The same afternoon, through all 
the city, on either side the bridges, shouts of 
fear arose — ‘Save yourselves! fly, the enemy 
are come in, all is lost!” The cries were 
heard even inside the Churches, where pious 
folks were singing Vespers. These came flying 
out in terror and ran to their houses to take 
refuge behind barred doors. 

Now the men who went about raising these 
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cries were emissaries of Messire Charles of 
Valois. In fact, at that very time, the Com- 
pany of the Maréchal de Rais was making 
assault on the Walls near by the Porte Saint- 
Honoré. The Armagnacs had brought up in 
carts great bundles of faggots and wattled hur- 
dies to fill up the moats, and above six hun- 
dred scaling-ladders for storming the ramparts. 
The Maid Jeanne, who was nowise as the 
Burgundians believed, but lived a pious life 
and guarded her chastity, set foot to ground, 
and was the first down into a dry moat, which 
for that cause was easy to cross. But there- 
upon they found themselves exposed to the 
arrows and cross-bolts that rained down thick 
and fast from the Walls. Then they had in 
front of them a second moat. Wherefore 
were the Maid and her men-at-arms sore 
hampered. Jeanne sounded the great. moat 
with her lance and shouted to throw in 
faggots. : 

Inside the town could be heard the roar of 
cannon, and all along the streets the citizens 
were running, half accoutred, to their posts 
on the ramparts, knocking over as they went 
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the brats playing about in the gutters. The 
chains were drawn across the roadways, and 
barricades were begun. ‘Tribulation and tu- 
mult filled all the place. 

But neither the Brother Joconde nor his 
Penitents saw aught of it, forasmuch as they 
took heed only of eternal things, and deemed 
the vain agitation of men to be but a foolish 
game. They marched through the streets 
singing the ‘Veni creator spiritus,” and cry- 
ing out: ‘ Pray, for the times are at hand.” 

Thus they made their way in good array 
down the Rue Saint-Antoine, which was 
densely crowded with men, women, and chil- 
dren. Coming presently to the Place Baudet, 
Brother Joconde pushed through the throng 
and mounted a great stone that stood at the 
door of the Hotel de la Truie, which Messire 
Florimont Lecocq, the master of the house, 
used to help him mount his mule. This 
Messire Florimont Lecocq was Sergeant at 
the Chatelet Prison and a partisan of the 
English. | 

So, standing on the great stone, Brother 
Joconde preached to the people. ‘Sow ye,” 
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he cried, ‘* sow ye, good folk; sow abundantly 
of beans, for He which is to come will come 
quickly.” 

By the beans they were to sow, the good 
Brother signified the charitable works it be- 
hoved them accomplish before Our Lord 
should come, in the clouds of heaven, to judge 
both the quick and the dead. And it was 
urgent to sow these works without tarrying, 
for that the harvest would be soon. Guil- 
laumette Dyonis, Simone la Bardine, Jeanne 
Chastenier, Opportune Jadoin, and Robin the 
gardener, stood in a ring about the Preacher, 
and cried “ Amen!” 

But the citizens, who thronged behind in a 
great crowd, pricked up their ears and bent 
their brows, thinking the Monk was fore- 
telling the entry of Charles of Valois into his 
good town of Paris, over which he was fain 
—at any rate, so they believed — to drive the 
ploughshare. 

Meanwhile the good Brother went on with 
his soul-awakening discourse. 

“Oh! ye men of Paris, ye are worse than 
the Pagans of old Rome.” 
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Just then the mangonels firing from the 
Porte Saint-Denis mingled their thunder with 
Brother Joconde’s voice and shook the by- 
standers’ hearts within them. Some one in the 
press cried out, “ Death ! death to traitors!” 

All this time Messire Florimont Lecocg 
was within-doors doing on his armour. He 
now came forth at the noise, before he had 
buckled his leg-pieces. Seeing the Monk 
standing on his mounting-block, he asked: 

‘What is this good Father saying ?”’ 

And a chorus of voices answered : 

‘“‘ Telling us that Messire Charles of Valois 
is going to enter the city,’ while others 
cried : 

“He is against the folk of Paris,” and 
others again: 

‘‘He would fain cozen and betray us, like 
the Brother Richard, who at this very time is 
riding with our enemies.” 

But Brother Joconde made answer : 
“There be neither Armagnacs, nor Bur- 
gundians, nor French, nor English, but only 
the sons of light and the sons of darkness. Ye 
are lewd fellows and your women wantons.” 
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‘Go to, thou apostate! thou sorcerer! thou 
traitor!” yelled Messire Florimont Lecocq, 
—and lugging out his sword, he plunged it 
in the good Brother’s bosom. 

With pale lips and faltering voice, the man 
of God still managed to say: 

‘Pray, fast, do penance, and ye shall be 
forgiven, my brethren . . .” 

Then his voice choked, as the blood poured 
from his mouth, and he fell on the stones. 
Two knights, Sir John Stewart and Sir George 
Morris, threw themselves on the body and 
pierced it with more than a hundred dagger 
thrusts, vociferating : 

“Long life to King Henry! Long life to 
my Lord the Duke of Bedford! Down with 
the Dauphin! Down with the mad Maid 
of the Armagnacs! Up,up! To the Gates, to 
the Gates!” 

Therewith they ran to the Walls, drawing 
off with them Méessire Florimont and the 
crowd of citizens. | 

Meanwhile the holy women and the 
gardener tarried about the bleeding corse. 
Simone la Bardine lay prostrate on the ground, 
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kissing the good Brother’s feet and wiping 
away his blood with her unbound hair. 

But Guillaumette Dyonis, standing up with 
her arms lifted to heaven, cried in a voice as 
clear as the sound of bells: 

‘«‘ My sisters, Jeanne, Opportune and Simone, 
and you, my brother, Robin the gardener, let 
us be going, for the times are at hand. The 
soul of this good Father holds me by the 
hand, and it will lead me aright. Wherefore 
ye must follow along with me. And we will 
say to those who are making cruel war upon 
each other: ‘ Kiss and make peace. And if 
ye must needs use your arms, take up the cross 
and go forth all together to fight the Saracens.’ 
Come! my sisters and my brother.” 

Jeanne Chastenier picked up the shaft of an 
arrow from the ground, brake it, and made a 
cross, which she laid on good Brother Joconde’s 
bosom. Then these holy women, and the 
gardener with them, followed after Guillaum- 
ette Dyonis, who led them by the streets 
and squares and alleys as if her eyes-had seen 
the light of day. They reached the foot of 
the rampart, and by the stairway of a tower 
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that was left unguarded, they mounted onto 
the curtain-wall. There had been no time to 
furnish it with its hoardings of wood; so they 
went along in the open. They proceeded 
toward the Porte Saint-Honoré, by this time 
enveloped in clouds of dust and smoke. It 
was there the Maréchal de Rais and his men 
were making assault. Their bolts flew thick 
and fast against the ramparts, and they were 
hurling faggots into the water of the great 
moat. On the hog’s-back parting the great 
moat from the little, stood the Maid, crying: 
“Yield, yield you to the King of France.” 
The English had abandoned the top of the 
wall in terror, leaving their dead and wounded 
behind them. Guillaumette Dyonis walked 
first, her head high ane her left arm extended 
before her, while with her right hand she 
kept signing herself reverently. Simone la 
Bardine followed close on her heels. Then 
came Jeanne Chastenier and Opportune 
Jadoin. Robin the gardener brought up the 
rear, his body all shaking with his infirmity, 
and showing the divine stigmata on his hands. 
They were singing canticles as they walked. 
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And Guillaumette, turning now toward the city 
and now toward the open country, cried: 
‘‘ Brethren, embrace ye one another. Live 
in peace and harmony. Take the iron of your 
spearheads and forge it into ploughshares!” 

Scarce had she spoken ere a shower of ar- 
rows, some from the parapet-way where a 
Company of Citizens was defiling, some from 
the hog’s-back where the Armagnac men-at- 
arms were massed, flew in her direction, and 
therewith a storm of insults: 

‘‘Wanton! traitress! witch!” 

Meanwhile she went on exhorting the two 
sides to stablish the Kingdom of Jesus Christ 
upon earth and to live in innocency and broth- 
erly love, till a cross-b.” bolt struck her in the 
throat and she staggered aud fell backward. 

It was which could laugh the louder at this, 
Armagnacs or Burgundians. Drawing her 
gown over her feet, she lay still and made no 
other stir, but gave up her soul, sighing the 
name of Jesus. Her eyes, which remained 
open, glowed like two opals. | 

Short while after the death of Guillaumette 
Dyonis the men of Paris returned in great 
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force to man their Wall, and defended their 
city right valorously. Jeanne the Maid was 
wounded by a cross-bow bolt in the leg, and 
Messire Charles of Valois’ men-at-arms fell 
back upon the Chapelle Saint-Denis. What 
became of Jeanne Chastenier and Opportune 
Jadoin no one knows. They were never heard 
of more. Simone la Bardine and Robin the 
gardener were taken the same day by the citi- 
zens on guard at the Walls and handed over 
to the Bishop’s officer, who duly brought them 
before the Courts. The Church adjudged 
Simone heretic, and condemned her for salu- 
tary penance to the bread of suffering and the 
water of affliction. Robin was convicted of 
sorcery, and, persevering in his error, was 
burned alive in the Place du Parvis. 
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knee Jean Chavaray, meeting my 
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him of the Brother Olivier Maillard, whose 
sermons, edifying and macaronic, he had lately 
been reading. 

“There are good bits to be found in 
these sermons,” said the Capuchin, “not- 
ably the tale of the five ladies and the go- 
between...” You will readily understand 
that Brother Olivier, who lived in the reign 
of Louis XI and whose language smacks of 
the coarseness of that age, uses a different 
word. But our century demands a certain 
politeness and decency in speech; wherefore I 
employ the term I have, to wit, go-between. 
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«You mean,” replied my good master, ‘to 
signify by the expression a woman who is so 
obliging as to play intermediary in matters of 
love and love-making, The Latin has several 
names for her,—as /ena, conciliatrix, also 
internuntia libidinum, ambassadress of naughty 
desires. These prudish dames perform the 
best of services; but seeing they busy them- 
selves therein for money, we distrust their 
disinterestedness. Call yours a procuress, good 
Father, and have done with it; ’tis a word in 
common use, and has a not unseemly sound.” 

“So I will, Monsieur l’Abbé,” assented 
Brother Jean Chavaray. ‘Only don’t say 
mine, 1 pray, but the Brother Olivier’s. A 
procuress then, who lived on the Pont des 
Tournelles, was visited one day by a knight, 
who put a ring into her hands. ‘It is of fine 
gold,’ he told her, ‘and hath a balass ruby 
mounted in the bezel. An you know any 
dames of good estate, go say to the most 
comely of them that the ring is hers if she 
is willing to come to see me and do at 
my pleasure.’ 

«The procuress knew, by having seen them 
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at Mass, five ladies of an excellent beauty, — 
natives the first of Picardy, the second of 
Poitou, the third of Touraine, another from 
the good city of Lyons, and the last a Pari- 
sian, all dwelling in the Cité or its near 
neighbourhood. 

“She knocked first at ‘the Picard lady’s 
door. A maid opened, but her mistress re- 
fused to have one word to say to her visitor. 
She was an honest woman. 

“The procuress went next to see the lady 
of Poitiers and solicit her favours for the gal- 
lant knight. This dame answered her: 

«< Prithee, go tell him who sent you that 
he is come to the wrong house, and that I am 
not the woman he takes me for.’ 

“She too is an honest woman; yet less 
honest than the first, in that she tried to 
appear more so. 

«The procuress then went to see the lady. 
from Tours, made the same offer to her as to 
the other, and showed her the ring. | 

<<]? faith,’ said oe lady, ‘but the ring is 
right lovely.’ 

“<*T is yours, an you will have it.’ 
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«¢J will not have it at the price you set 
on it. My husband might catch me, and I 
should be doing him a grief he doth not 
deserve.’ 

‘«¢ This lady of Touraine is a harlot, I trow, 
at bottom of her heart. 

«The procuress left her and went straight 
to the dame of Lyons, who cried: 

«¢« Alack! my good friend, my husband is 
a jealous wight, and he would cut the nose 
off my face to hinder me winning any more 
rings at this pretty tilting.’ 

“This dame of Lyons, I tell you, is a 
worthless good-for-naught. 

‘Last of all the procuress hurried to the 
Parisian’s. She was a hussy, and answered 
brazenly : 

“<¢ My husband goes Wednesday to his vine- 
yards; tell the good sir who sent you I will 
come that day and see him.’ 

. Such, according to Brother Olivier, from 
Picardy to“: 47s, are the degrees from good 
to evil amongst \women. What think you 


of the matter, Mensieur Coignard?” 
To which my good master made answer: 
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“Tis a shrewd matter to consider the acts 
and impulses of these petty creatures in their 
relations with Eternal Justice. I have no lights 
thereanent. But methinks the Lyons dame 
who feared having her nose cut off was a more 
good-for-nothing baggage than the Parisian 
who was afraid of nothing.” 

“T am far, very far, from allowing it,” 
replied Brother Jean Chavaray. ‘A woman 
who fears her husband may come to fear hell 
fire. Her Confessor, it may be, will bring her 
to do penance and give alms. For, after all, 
that is the end we must come at. But what 
can a poor Capuchin hope to get of a woman 
whom nothing terrifies?” 
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RO)|N the days of King Louis XI 
ned ee there lived at Paris, in a matted 
% chamber, a citizen dame called 
Violante, who was comely and 





well-liking in all her person. 
She had so bright a face that Master Jacques 
Tribouillard, doctor in law and a renowned 
cosmographer, who was often a visitor at her 
house, was used to tell her : 

‘Seeing you, madame, I deem credible and 
even hold it proven, what Cucurbitus Piger 
lays down in one of his scholia on Strabo, to 
wit, that the famous city and university of Paris 
was of old known by the name of Lutetia or 
Leucecia, or some suchlike word coming 
from Leuké, that is to say, ‘the white,’ foras- 
much as the ladies of the same had bosoms 
white as snow, — yet not so clear and bright 
and white as is your own, madame.” 
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To which Violante would say in answer : 

«? Tis enough for me if my bosom is not 
fit to fright folks, like some I wot of. And, 
if I show it, why, tis to follow the fashion. 
I have not the hardihood to do otherwise than 
the rest of the world.” 

Now Madame Violante had been wedded, 
in the flower of her youth, to an Advocate of 
the Parlement, a man of a harsh temper and 
sorely set on the arraignment and punishing of 
unfortunate prisoners. For the rest, he was 
of sickly habit and a weakling, of such a sort 
he seemed more fit to give pain to folks out- 
side his doors than pleasure to his wife 
within. The old fellow thought more of 
his blue bags than of his better half, though 
these were far otherwise shapen, being bulgy 
and fat and formless.. But the lawyer spent 
his nights over them. 

Madame Violante was too reasonable a wo- 
man to love a husband that was so unlovable. 
Master Jacques Tribouillard upheld she was a 
good wife, as steadfastly and surely confirmed 
and stablished in conjugal virtue as Lucretia 
the Roman. . And for proof he alleged that -he 
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had altogether failed to turn her aside from 
the path of honour. The judicious observed a 
prudent silence on the point, holding that 
what is hid will only be made manifest at the 
last Judgment Day. They noted how the lady 
was over fond of gewgaws and laces and wore in 
company and at church gowns of velvet and 
silk and cloth of gold, purfled with miniver ; 
but they were too fair-minded folk to decide 
whether, damning as she did Christian men 
who saw her so comely and so finely dressed 
to the torments of vain longing, she was not 
damning her own soul too with one of them. 
In a word, they were well ready to stake 
Madame Violante’s virtue on the toss of a 
coin, cross or pile,—— which is greatly to the 
honour of that fair lady. 

The truth is her Confessor, Brother Jean 
Turelure, was for ever upbraiding her. 

“Think you, madame,” he would ask her, 
“that the blessed St. Catherine won heaven by 
leading such a life as yours, baring her bosom 
and sending to Genoa for lace ruffles?” 

But he was a great preacher, very severe on 
human weaknesses, who could condone naught 
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and thought he had done everything when he 
had inspired terror. He threatened her with 
hell fire for having washed her face with 
ass’s milk. 

As a fact, no one could say if she had given 
her old husband a meet and proper head-dress, 
and Messire Philippe de Coetquis used to warn 
the honest dame in a merry vein: 

‘See to it, I say! He is bald, he will catch 
his death of cold!” 

Messire Philippe de Coetquis was a knight 
of gallant bearing, as handsome as the knave 
of hearts in the noble game of cards. He had 
first encountered Madame Violante one even- 
ing at a ball, and after dancing with her far 
into the night, had carried her home on his 
crupper, while the Advocate splashed his way 
through the mud and mire of the kennels by 
the dancing light of the torches his four tipsy 
lackeys bore. In the course of these merry 
doings, a-foot and on horseback, Messire 
Philippe de Coetquis had formed a shrewd 
notion that Madame Violante had a limber 
waist and a full, firm bosom of her own, and 
there and then had been smit by her charms. 
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He was a frank and guileless wight and made 
bold to tell her outright what he would have of 
her, —to wit,to hold her naked in his two arms. 

To which she would make answer : 

“Messire Philippe, you know not what 
you say. I am a virtuous wife,” — 

Or another time: 

“Messire Philippe, come back again to- 
morrow, —’”’ 

And when he came next day she would 
ask innocently : 

‘Nay, where is the hurry?” 

These never-ending postponements caused 
the Chevalier no little distress and chagrin. 
He was ready to believe, with Master Trib- 
ouillard, that Madame Violante was indeed a 
Lucretia, so true is it that all men are alike in 
fatuous self-conceit! And we are bound to 
say she had not so much as suffered him to 
kiss her mouth, — only a pretty diversion after 
all and a bit of wanton playfulness. 

Things were in this case when Brother Jean 
Turelure was called to Venice by the General 
of his Order, to preach to sundry Turks lately 
converted to the true Faith. 
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Before setting forth, the good Brother went 
to take leave of his fair Penitent, and upbraided 
her with more than usual sternness for living 
a dissolute life. He exhorted her urgently 
to repent and pressed her to wear a hair-shirt 
next her skin, —an incomparable remedy 
against naughty cravings and a sovran medi- 
cine for natures over prone to the sins of the 
flesh. 

She besought him: ‘ Good Brother, never 
ask too much of me.” 

But he would not hearken, and threatened 
her with the pains of hell if she did not 
amend her ways. Then he told her he would 
gladly execute any commissions she might be 
pleased to entrust him with. He was in hopes 
she would beg him to bring her back some 
consecrated medal, a rosary, or, better still, a 
little of the soil of the Holy Sepulchre which 
the Turks carry from Jerusalem together with 
dried roses, and which the Italian monks sell. 

But Madame Violante preferred a quite 
other request : | 

“Good Brother, dear Brother, as you are 
going to Venice, where such cunning work- 
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men in this sort are to be found, I pray you 
bring me back a Venetian mirror, the clearest 
and truest can be gotten.”’ 

Brother Jean Turelure promised to content 
her wish. 

While her Confessor was abroad, Madame 
Violante led the same life as before. And 
when Messire Philippe pressed her: “ Were it 
not well to take our pleasure together ?”’ she 
would answer: “Nay! ’tis too hot. Look 
at the weathercock if the wind will not 
change anon.” And the good folk who 
watched her ways were in despair of her ever 
giving a proper pair of horns to her crabbed 
old husband. “’T is a sin and a shame!” 
they declared. 

On his return from Italy Brother Jean 
Turelure presented himself before Madame 
Violante and told her he had brought what 
she desired. 

«Look, madame,” he said, and drew from 
under his gown a death’s-head. 

‘‘Here, madame, is your mirror. This 
death’s-head was given me for that of the 
prettiest woman in all Venice. She was 
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what you are, and you will be much like her 
anon.” 

Madame Violante, mastering her surprise 
and horror, answered the good Father in a 
well-assured voice that she understood the les- 
son he would teach her and she would not fail 
to profit thereby. 

‘<I shall aye have present in my mind, good 
Brother, the mirror you have brought me from 
Venice, wherein I see my likeness not as I am 
at present, but as doubtless I soon shall be. I 
promise you to govern my behaviour by this 
salutary thought.” 

Brother Jean Turelure was far from expect- 
ing such pious words. He expressed some 
satisfaction. 

«So, madame,” he murmured, “you see 
yourself the need of altering your ways. You 
promise me henceforth to govern your behav- 
iour by the thought this fleshless skull hath 
brought home to you. Will you not make 
the same promise to God as you have to 
me?” 

She asked if indeed she must, and he assured 
her it behoved her so to do. 
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“ Well, I will give this promise then,” she 
declared. 

«¢ Madame, this is very well. There is no 
going back on your word now.” 

«JT shall not go back on it, never fear.” 

Having won this binding promise, Brother 
Jean Turelure left the place, radiant with sat- 
isfaction. And as he went from the house, 
he cried out loud in the street: 

‘‘ Here is a good work done! By Our Lord 
God’s good help, I have turned and set in the 
way toward the gate of Paradise a lady, who, 
albeit not sinning precisely in the way of for- 
nication spoken of by the Prophet, yet was 
wont to employ for men’s temptation the clay 
whereof the Creator had kneaded her that she 
might serve and adore him withal. She will 
forsake these naughty habits to adopt a better 
life. I have throughly changed her. Praise 
be to God!” 

Hardly had the good Brother gone down 
the stairs when Messire Philippe de Coetquis 
ran up them and scratched at Madame Vio- 
lante’s door. She welcomed him with a beam- 
ing smile, and led him into a closet, furnished 
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with carpets and cushions galore, wherein he 
had never been admitted before. From this 
he augured well. He offered her sweetmeats 
he had in a box. 

‘Here be sugar-plums to suck, madame; 
they are sweet and sugared, but not so sweet 
as your lips.” 

To which the lady retorted he was a vain, 
silly fop to make boast of a fruit he had never 
tasted. 

He answered her meetly, kissing her forth- 
with on the mouth. 

She manifested scarce any annoyance and 
said only she was an honest woman and a true 
wife. Hecongratulated her and advised her 
not to lock up this jewel of hers in such close 
keeping that no man could enjoy it. “For, of 
a surety,” he swore, “ you will be robbed of it, 
and that right soon.” 

«Try then,” said she, cuffing him daintily 
over the ears with her pretty pink palms. 

But he was master by this time to take 
whatsoever he wished of her. She kept pro- 

tting with little cries: 

« fvon’t have it. Fie! fie on you, mes- 
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sire! You must not do it. Oh! sweetheart 
. oh! my love... my life! You are 
killing me!” 

Anon, when she had done sighing and dying, 
she said sweetly : 

‘‘ Messire Philippe, never flatter yourself you 
have mastered me by force or guile. You 
have had of me what you craved, but ’t was 
of mine own free will, and I only resisted so 
much as was needful that I might yield me as 
I liked best. Sweetheart, I am yours. If, for 
all your handsome face, which I loved from 
the first, and despite the tenderness of your 
wooing, I did not before grant you what you 
have just won with my consent, ’t was because 
I had no true understanding of things. I had 
no thought of the flight of time and the short- 
ness of life and love; plunged in a soft languor 
of indolence, I reaped no harvest of my youth 
and beauty. However, the good Brother Jean 
Turelure hath given me a profitable lesson. 
He hath taught me the preciousness of the 
hours. But now he showed me a death’s-head, 
saying: ‘Suchlike you will be soon.’ This 
taught me we must be quick to enjoy the 
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pleasures of love and make the most of the 
little space of time reserved to us for that 
end.” } 

These words and the caresses wherewith 
Madame Violante seconded them persuaded 
Messire Philippe to turn the time to good ac- 
count, to set to work afresh to his own honour 
and profit and the pleasure and glory of his 
mistress, and to multiply the sure proofs of 
prowess which it behoves every good and loyal 
servant to give on suchlike an occasion. 

After which, she was ready to cry quits. 
Taking him by the hand, she guided him back 
to the door, kissed him daintily on the eyes, 
and asked: 

“Sweetheart Philippe, is it not well done to 
follow the precepts of the good Brother Jean 
Turelure?” 
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AR berg SATAN lay in his bed with the 
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el sae’) flaming curtains. The physi- 
sy 
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finding their patient had a white 
tongue, inferred he was suffering 
from a weakness of the stomach and prescribed 
a diet at once light and nourishing. 

Satan swore he had no appetite for aught 
but a certain earthly dish, which women excel 
in making when they meet in company, to 
wit, tongue-pie. 

The doctors agreed there was nothing 
could better suit His Majesty’s stomach. 

In an hour’s time the dish was set before the 
King; but he found it insipid and tasteless. 

He sent for his Head Cook and asked him 
where the pie came from. 

«From Paris, sire. It is quite fresh; *t was 
baked this very morning, in the Marais 
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Quarter, by a dozen gossips gathered round the 
bed at a woman’s lying-in.” 

« Ah! now I know the reason it is so flavour- 
less,” returned the Prince of Darkness. * You 
have not been to the best cooks for dishes of 
the sort. Citizens’ wives, they do their best; 
but they lack delicacy, they lack the fine 
touch of genius. Women of the people are 
clumsier still. Fora real good tongue-pie a 
Nunnery is the place to go to. There’s no- 
body to match these old maids of Religion 
for a pretty skill in compounding all the need- 
ful ingredients, —fine spices of rancour, thyme 
of backbiting, fennel of insinuation, bay-leaf 
of calumny.” 

This parable is taken from a sermon of the 
good Father Gillotin Landoulle, a poor, un- 
worthy Capuchin. 


CONCERNING AN 


HORRIBLE PICTURE 


CONCERNING AN 
HORRIBLE PICTURE 


THE WHICH WAS SHOWED IN A TEMPLE AND 
OF SUNDRY LIMNINGS OF A RIGHT PACIFIC 
AND AMOROUS SORT THE WHICH THE SAGE 
PHILEMON HAD HANGED IN HIS LIBRARIE 
AND OF A NOBLE PORTRAITURE OF THE 
POET HOMER THE WHICH THE AFORESAID 
PHILEMON DID PRIZE ABOVE ALL OTHER 
LIMNINGS 





J youth and fine flower of his 
$y lustie springal days, he had been 
stung with murderous frenzie 
at view of a certaine picture of Apelles, the 
which in those times was showed in a temple. 
And the said picture did present Alexander 
the Great laying on right shrewdly at Darius, 
king of the Indians, whiles round about these 
twain, soldiers and captains were a-slaying one 
another with a savage furie and in divers strange 


fashions. And the said work was right cun- 
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ningly wrought and in very close mimicrie of 
nature. And none, an they were in the hot 
and lustie season of their life, could cast a look 
thereon without being stirred incontinent to 
be striking and killing poor harmlesse folk for 
the sole sake of donning so rich an harnesse and 
bestriding such high-stepping chargers as did 
these good codpieces in their battle, — for that 
young blood doth aye take pleasure in horse- 
flesh and the practise of arms. This had the 
aforesaid Philemon proven in his day. And 
he was used to say how ever after ’t was his 
wont to turn aside his eyen of set purpose 
from suchlike pictures of wars and bloodshed, 
and that he did so heartily loathe these cruelties 
as that he could not abear to behold them even 
set forth in counterfeit presentment. 

And he was used to say that any honest and 
prudent wight must needs be sore offended and 
scandalized by all this appalling array of armour 
and bucklers and the horde of warriors Homer 
calls Corythatoloi (glancing-helmed) by reason 
of the terrifying hideousness of their head- 
gear, and that the portrayal of these same 
fighting fellows was in very truth unseemly, as 
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contrarie to good and peaceable manners, im- 
modest, no thing in the world being more 
shameful then homicide, and eke lascivious, as 
alluring folk to cruelty, the which is the worst 
of all allurements. For to entice to pleasant 
dalliaunce is a far lesse heinous fault. 

And the aforesaid Philemon was used to say 
that it was honest, decent, of good ensample 
and entirely modest to show by painting, 
chiselling, or any other fine artifice the scenes 
of the Golden Age, to wit maidens and young 
men interlacing limbs in accord with the 
craving of kindly Nature, or other the like 
delectable fancy, as of a Nymph lying laughing 
in the grass. And on her ripe smiling mouth 
a Faun is crushing a purple grape. 

And he was used to say that belike the 
Golden Age had never flourished save only in 
the fond imagining of the poets, and that our 
first forebears of human kind, being yet barbar- 
ous and silly folk, had known naught at all 
thereof; but that, an the said age could not 
credibly be deemed to have been at the begin- 
ning of the world, we might well wish it 
should be at the end, and that meanwhiles it 

| 8 
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was a gracious boon to offer us a likeness of 
the same in pictured image. 

And like as it is (so he would say) obscene, — 
’tis the word Virgil writes of dogs wallowing 
in the mud and mire,——to depict murderers, 
whoreson men-at arms, fighting-men, conquer- 
ing heroes and plundering thieves, wreaking 
their foul and wicked will, yea! and poor devils 
licking the dust and swallowing the same in 
great mouthfuls, and one unhappie wretch that 
hath been felled to the earth and is striving 
to get to his feet againe, but is pinned down 
by an horse’s hoof pressing on his chops, and 
another that looketh piteously about him for 
that his pennon hath been shorn from him and 
his hand with it, —so is it of right subtile and 
so to say heavenly art to exhibit prettie blandish- 
ments, caresses, frolickings, beauties and de- 
lights, and the loves of the Nymphs and Fauns 
in the woods. And he would have it there was 
none offence in these naked bodies, clothed upon 
enow with their owne grace and comeliness. 

And he had in his closet, this same Philemon 
aforesaid, a2 very marvellous painting, wherein 
was limned a young Faun in act to filch away 
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with a craftie hand a light cloth did cover the 
belly of a sleeping Nymph. ’T was plain to 
see he was full fain of his freak and seemed to 
be saying: The body of this young goddess is 
so sweet and refreshing as that the fountaine 
springing in the shade of the woods is not 
more delightsome. How I do love to look 
upon you, soft sweet lap, and prettie white 
thighs, and shady cavern at once terrifying and 
entrancing! And over the heads of the twain 
did hover winged Cupids and watched them 
laughingly, whiles fair dames and their gallants, 
their brows wreathen with flowers, footed it on 
the lush grass. 

And he had, the aforesaid Philemon, yet 
other limnings of cunning craftsmanship in 
his closet. And he did prize very high the 
portraiture of a good doctor a-sitting in his 
cabinet writing at a table by candle-light, 
The said cabinet was fully furnished with 
globes, gnomons, and astrolabes, proper for 
meting the movements of the orbs of heaven, 
the which is a right praiseworthy task and one 
that doth lift the spirit to sublime thoughts 
and the exceeding pure love of Venus Urania. 
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And there was hanging from the joists of the 
said cabinet a great serpent and crocodile, 
forasmuch as they be rarities and very needful 
for the due understanding of anatomy. And 
he had likewise, the said doctor, amid his 
belongings, the books of the most excellent 
philosophers of Antiquity and eke the treatises 
of Hippocrates. And he was an ensample to 
young men which should be fain, by hard 
swinking, to stuff their pates with as much 
high learning and occult lore as he had under 
his own bonnet. 

And he had, the aforesaid Philemon, 
painted on a panel that shined like a polished 
mirror a portraiture of Homer in the guise of 
an old blind man, his beard white as the 
flowers of the hawthorn and his temples 
bound about with the fillets sacred to the god 
Apollo, which had loved him above all other 
men. And, to look at that good old man, 
you deemed verily his lips were presently 
to ope and break into words of melodie. 


MADEMOISELLE DE DOU- 
CINE'S NEW YEAR'S 
PRESENT 
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NEW YEAR’S PRESENT 


SN January ist, in the forenoon, 
Y/Y the good M. Chanterelle sallied 
ag out on foot from his hétel in 
i the Faubourg Saint-Marcel. He 
felt the cold and was a poor 
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walker; so it was a real penance to him to 
face the chilly air and the bleak streets 
which were full of half-melted snow. He 
had refused to take his coach by way of 
mortifying the flesh, having grown very 
solicitous since his illness about the salva- 
tion of his soul. He lived in retirement, 
aloof from all society and company, and paid 
no visits save to his niece, Mademoiselle de 
Doucine, a little girl of seven. 

Leaning on his walking-cane, he made his 
way painfully to the Rue Saint-Honoré and 
entered the shop of Madame Pinson at the 
sign of. the Panter Fleuri. Here was dis- 
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played an abundant stock of children’s toys to 
tempt customers seeking presents for this 
New Year’s Day of 1696. You could scarce 
move for the host of mechanical figures of 
dancers and tipplers, birds in the bush that 
clapped their wings and sang, cabinets full of 
wax puppets, soldiers in white and blue ranged 
in battle array, and dolls dressed some as fine 
ladies, others as servant wenches, for the in- 
equality of stations, established by God him- 
self among mankind, appeared even in these 
innocent mannikins. : 

M. Chanterelle chose a doll. The one he 
selected was dressed like the Princess of Savoy 
on her arrival in France, on November 4th. 
The head was a mass of bows and ribbons; 
she wore a very stiff corsage, covered with 
gold filigrees, and a brocade petticoat with an 
overskirt caught up by pearl clasps. 

M. Chanterelle smiled to think of the delight 
such a lovely doll would give Mademoiselle 
de Doucine, and when Madame Pinson handed 
him the Princess of Savoy wrapped up in silk 
paper, a gleam of sensuous satisfaction flitted 
over his kind face, pinched as it was with 
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illness, pale with fasting and haggard with 
the fear of hell. 

He thanked Madame Pinson courteously, 
clapped the Princess under his arm and walked 
away, dragging his leg painfully, towards 
the house where he knew Mademoiselle de 
Doucine was waiting for him to attend her 
morning levée. 

At the corner of the Rue de1’Arbre-Sec, 
he met M. Spon, whose great nose dived 
almost into his lace cravat. 

‘“Good morning, Monsieur Spon,” he 
greeted him. ‘I wish you a happy New 
Year, and I pray God everything may turn 
out according to your wishes.” 

‘Oh! my good sir, don’t say that,” cried 
M. Spon. ‘Tis often for our chastisement 
that God grants our wishes. Et tribuit eis 
petitionem eorum.” 

«Tis very true,” returned M. Chanterelle, 
‘we do not know our own best interests. I 
am an example myself, as I stand before you. 
I thought at first that the complaint I have 
‘suffered from for the last two years was a 
curse; but I see now it is a blessing, since 
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it has removed me from the abominable life I 
was leading at the play-houses and in society. 
This complaint, which tortures my limbs and 
is like to turn my brain, is a signal token of 
God’s goodness toward me. But, sir, will 
you not do me the favour to accompany me 
as far as the Rue du Roule, whither I am 
bound, to carry a New Year’s gift to my niece 
Mademoiselle de Doucine?”’ 

At the words M. Spon threw up his arms 
and gave a great cry of horror. 

‘<What!”’ he exclaimed. “Can it be M. 
Chanterelle I hear say such things,— and not 
some profligate libertine? Is it possible, sir, 
that living as you do a religious and retired 
life, I see you all in a moment plunge into the 
vices of the day ?”’ 

«“Alack{ I did not think I was plunging 
into vice,” faltered M. Chanterelle, trembling 
all over. ‘ But I sorely lack a lamp of guid- 
ance. Is it so great a sin then to offer a doll 
to Mademoiselle de Doucine?” 

“Yes, a great and terrible sin,” replied 
M. Spon. ‘And what you are offering this 
innocent child to-day is meeter to be called an 
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idol, a devilish simulacrum, than a doll. Are 
you not aware, sir, that the custom of New 
Year’s gifts is a foul superstition and a hideous 
survival of Paganism ?”’ 

«¢ No, I did not know that,” said M. Chan- 
terelle. 

“‘ Let me tell you, then,” resumed M. Spon, 
“that this custom descends from the Romans, 
who seeing something divine in all beginnings, 
held the beginning of the year holy also. 
Hence, to act as they did is to do idolatry. 
You make New Year’s offerings, sir, in imita- 
tion of the worshippers of the God Janus. 
Be consistent, and like them consecrate to 
Juno the first day of every month.” 

M. Chanterelle, hardly able to keep his 
feet, begged M. Spon to give him his arm, 
and while they moved on, M. Spon eer 
in the same vein: 

“Ts it because the Astrologers have fixed on 
the first of January for the beginning of the 
year that you deem yourself: obliged to make 
presents on that day? Pray, what call have 
you. to revive at that precise date the affection 
of your friends. Was their love dying then 
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with the dying year? And will it be so much 
worth the having when you have reanimated 
it by dint of cajolements and baneful gifts?” 

“Sir,” returned the good M. Chanterelle, 
leaning on M. Spon’s arm and trying hard to 
make his tottering steps keep pace with his 
impetuous companion’s, “sir, before my sick- 
ness, I was only a miserable sinner, taking no 
heed but to treat my friends with civility and 
govern my behaviour by the principles of hon- 
esty and honour. Providence hath deigned to 
rescue me from this abyss, and I direct my 
conduct since my conversion by the admoni- 
tions the Director of my conscience gives me. 
But I have been so light-minded and thought- 
less as not to seek his advice on this question 
of New Year's gifts. What you tell me of 
them, sir, with the authority of a man alike 
admirable for sober living and sound doctrine, 
amazes and confounds me.” 

“‘ Nay ! that is indeed what I mean to do,” 
resumed M. Spon,— ‘to confound you, and 
to illumine you, not indeed by my own lights, 
which burn feebly, but by those of a great 
Doctor, Sit you down on that wayside post.” 
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And pushing M. Chanterelle into the arch- 
way of a carriage gate, where he made him- 
self as easy as circumstances allowed, M. Spon 
drew from his pocket a little parchment- 
bound book, which he opened, and after 
hunting through the pages, lighted on a 
passage which he proceeded to read out loud 
amid a gaping circle of chimney-sweeps, 
chamber-maids, and scullions who had col- 
lected at the resounding tones of his voice : 

«©¢ We who hold in abhorrence the festivals 
of the Jews, and who would deem strange 
and outlandish their Sabbaths and New Moons 
and other Holy Days erst loved of the 
Almighty, we deal familiarly with the Satur- 
nalia and the Calends of January, with the 
Matronalia and the Feast of the Winter Sol- 
stice; New Year’s gifts and foolish presents 
fill all our thoughts; merrymakings and jun- 
ketings are in every house. The Heathens 
guard their religion better; they are heedful 
to observe none of our Feasts, for fear of being 
taken for Christians, while we never hesitate 
to make ourselves look like Heathens by cele- 
brating their Ceremonial Days.’ 
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‘You hear what I say,” went on M. Spon. 
«Tis Tertullian speaks in this wise and from 
the depths of Africa displays before your eyes, 
sir, the odiousness of your behaviour. He it 
is upbraids you, declaring how ‘New Year’s 
gifts and foolish presents fill all your thoughts. 
You keep holy the feasts of the Heathen.’ 
I have not the honour to know your Con- 
fessor. But I shudder, sir, to think of the 
way he neglects his duty toward you. Tell 
me this, can you rest assured that at the day 
of your death, when you come to stand before 
God, he will be at your side, to take upon 
him the sins he hath suffered you to fall into?” 

After haranguing in this sort, he put back 
his book in his pocket and marched off with 
angry strides, followed at a distance by the 
astonished chimney-sweeps and scullions. 

The good M. Chanterelle was left sitting 
alone on his post with the Princess of Savoy, 
and thinking how he was risking the eternal 
pains of hell fire for giving a doll to Mademoi- 
selle de Doucine, his niece, he fell to ponder- 
ing the unfathomable mysteries of Religion. 

_ His legs, which had been tottery for several 
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months, refused to carry him, and he felt as 
unhappy as ever a well-meaning man possibly 
can in this world. 

He had been sitting stranded in this dis- 
tressful mood on his post for some minutes 
when a Capuchin friar stepped up and ad- 
dressed him: 

“Sir, will you not give New Year’s presents 
to the Little Brethren who are poor, for the 
love of God?” 

“Why! what! good Father,” M. Chan- 
terelle burst out, “you are a man of religion, 
and you ask me for New Year’s gifts?” 

“Sir,” replied the Capuchin, “the good 
St. Francis bade his sons make merry with 
all simplicity. Give the Capuchins where- 
with to makea good meal this day, that they 
may endure with cheerfulness the abstinence 
and fasting they must observe all the rest of 
the year,——barring, of course, Sundays and 
Feast Days.” 

M. Chanterelle gazed at the holy man with 
wonder : : 

«‘ Are you not afraid, Father, that this custom 
of New Year’s gifts is baneful to the soul ?”’ 
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“No, I am not afraid.” 

‘‘ The custom comes to us from the Pagans.” 

“The Pagans sometimes followed good 
customs. God was pleased to suffer some 
faint rays of his light to pierce the darkness of 
the Gentiles. Sir, if you refuse to give us 
presents, never refuse a boon to our poor little 
ones. We havea home for foundlings. With 
this poor crown I shall buy each child a little 
paper windmill and a cake. They will owe 
you the only pleasure perhaps of all their life ; 
for they are not fated to have much joy in the 
world. Their laughter will go up to heaven; 
when children laugh, they praise the Lord.” 

M. Chanterelle laid his well-filled purse in 
the poor friar’s palm and got him down from 
his post, saying over softly to himself the word 
he had just heard: 

“When children laugh, they praise the 
Lord.” 

Then his soul was comforted and he marched 
off with a firmer step to carry the Princess of 
Savoy to Mademoiselle de Doucine, his niece. 
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» Y good master, M. l’Abbé Coi- 
~ gnard, had taken me with him 
V: 4 to sup with one of his old 
| fellow-students, who lodged in 

a garret in the Rue Git-le-Cceur. 
Our host, 2 Premonstratensian Father of much 
learning and a fine Theologian, had fallen out 
with the Prior of his House for having writ a 
little book relating the calamities of Mam’zelle 
Fanchon. The end of it was he turned 
tavern-keeper at The Hague. He was now 
returned to France and living precariously by 
the sermons he composed, which were full of 
high argument and eloquence. After sup- 
per he had read us these same calamities of 
Mam’zelle Fanchon, source of his own, and 
the reading had kept us there till a late hour. 
At last I found myself without-doors with 
my good master, under a wondrous fine 
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summer’s night, which made me straightway 
comprehend the verity of the ancient fables re- 
garding the loves of Diana and feel how 
natural it is to employ in soft dalliance the 
silent, silvery hours of night. I said as much 
to M. Abbé Coignard, who retorted that love 
is to blame for many and great ills. 

‘Tournebroche, my son,” he asked me, 
“have you not just heard from the mouth of 
yonder good Monk how, for having loved a 
recruiting sergeant, a clerk of M. Gaulot’s 
mercer at the sign of the Truie-qui-file, and 
the younger son of M. le Lieutenant-Crim- 
inel Leblanc, Mam’zelle Fanchon was clapped 
in hospital? Would you wish to be any 
of these, — sergeant or clerk or limb of the 
law?” 

I answered I would indeed. My good 
master thanked me for my candid avowal, and 
quoted some verses of Lucretius to persuade 
me that love is contrary to the tranquillity of 
a truly philosophical soul. 

Thus discoursing, we were come to the 
round-point of the Pont-Neuf. Leaning our 
elbows on the parapet, we looked over at the 
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great tower of the Chiatelet, which stood out 
black in the moonlight. 

“There might be much to say,” sighed my 
good master, “on this justice of the civilized 
nations, the punishments whereof in retalia- 
tion are often more cruel than the crime 
itself. I cannot believe that these tortures 
and penalties that men inflict on their fellows 
are necessary for the safeguarding of States, 
seeing how from time to time one and an- 
other legal cruelty is done away with with- 
out hurt to the commonweal. And I hold it 
likely that the severities they still maintain 
are no whit more useful than those they have 
abolished. But men are cruel. Come away, 
Tournebroche, my dear lad; it grieves me to 
think how unhappy prisoners are even now 
lying awake behind those walls in anguish 
and despair. I know they have done faultily, 
but this doth not hinder me from pitying 
them. Which of us is without offence?” 

We went on our way. The bridge was 
deserted save for a beggarman and woman, 
who met on the causeway. The pair drew 
stealthily into one of the recesses over the 


134 MERRIE TALES 


piers, where they lurked together on the 
door-step of a huckster’s booth. They seemed 
well enough content, both of them, to mingle 
their joint wretchedness, and when we went 
by were thinking of quite other things than 
craving our charity. Nevertheless my good 
master, who was the most compassionate of 
men, threw them a half farthing, the last piece 
of money left in his breeches pocket. 

“They will pick up our obol,” he said, 
‘‘ when they have come back to the conscious- 
ness of their misery. I pray they may not 
quarrel then over fiercely for possession of the 
coin.” 

We passed on without further rencounter 
till on the Quai des Oiseleurs we espied a 
young damsel striding along with a notable 
air of resolution. Hastening our pace to get 
a nearer view, we saw she had a slim waist 
and fair hair in which the moonbeams played 
prettily. She was dressed like a citizen’s 
wife or daughter. 

“There goes a pretty girl,” said the Abbé; 
“how comes it she is out of doors alone at 
this hour of night?” 
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“Truly,” I agreed, ‘’t is not the sort one 
generally encounters on the bridges after 
curfew.” 

Our surprise was changed to alarm when 
we saw her go down to the river bank by a 
little stairway the sailors use. We ran towards 
her: but she did not seem to hear us. She 
halted at the edge; the stream was running 
high, and the dull roar of the swollen waters 
could be heard some way off. She stood a 
moment motionless, her head thrown back 
and arms hanging, in an attitude of despair. 
Then, bending her graceful neck, she put 
her two hands over her face and kept it hid 
behind her fingers for some seconds. Next 
moment she suddenly grasped her skirts and 
dragged them forward with the gesture a 
woman always uses when she is going to 
jump. My good master and I came up with 
her just as she was taking the fatal leap, 
and we hauled her forcibly backward. She 
struggled to get free of our arms; and as 
the bank was all slimy and slippery with 
ooze deposited by the receding waters (for 
the river was already beginning to fall), M. 


136 MERRIE TALES 


l Abbé Coignard came very near being dragged 
in too. I was losing my foothold myself. 
But as luck would have it, my feet lighted 
on a root which held me up as I crouched 
there with my arms round the best of mas- 
ters and this despairing young thing. Pres- 
ently, coming to the end of her strength 
and courage, she fell back on M. DAbbé 
Coignard’s breast, and we managed all three 
to scramble to the top of the bank again. 
He helped her up daintily, with a certain 
easy grace that was always his. Then he 
led the way to a great beech-tree at the foot 
of which was a wooden bench, on which he 
seated her. 

Taking his place beside her: 

‘¢ Mademoiselle,” he said gently, “you 
need have no fear. Say nothing just yet, 
but be assured it is a friend sits by you.” 

Next, turning to me, my master went on: 

«'Tournebroche, my son, we may congrat- 
ulate ourselves on having brought this strange 
adventure to a good end. But I have left my 
hat down yonder on the river bank; albeit it 
has lost pretty near all its lace and is thread- 
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bare with long service, it was still good to 
guard my old head, sorely tried by years and 
labours, against sun and rain. Go see, my son, 
if it may still be found where I dropped it. 
And if you discover it, bring it me, I beg, — 
likewise one of my shoe buckles, which I see 
I have lost. For my part I will stay by this 
damsel we have rescued and watch over her 
slumber.” 

I ran back to the spot we had just quitted 
and was lucky enough to find my good mas- 
ter’s hat. The buckle I could not espy any- 
where. True, I did not take any very excessive 
pains to hunt for it, having never all my life 
seen my good master with more than one shoe 
buckle. When I returned to the tree, I 
found the damsel still in the same state, sitting 
quite motionless with her head leant against 
the trunk of the beech. I noticed now that 
she was of a very perfect beauty. She wore a 
silk mantle trimmed with lace, very neat and 
proper, and on her feet light shoes, the buckles 
of which caught the moonbeams. 

I could not have enough of examining her. 
Suddenly she opened her drooping lids, and 
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casting a look that was still misty at M. Coi- 
gnard and me, she began in a feeble voice, 
but with the tone and accent, I thought, of a 
person of gentility : 

«TI am not ungrateful, sirs, for the service 
you have done me from feelings of humanity ; 
but I cannot truthfully tell you I am glad, for 
the life to which you have restored me is a 
curse, a hateful, cruel torment.” 

At these sad words my good master, whose 
face wore a look of compassion, smiled softly, 
for he could not really think life was to be for 
ever hateful to so young and pretty a creature. 

«My child,” he told her, “ things strike us 
in a totally different light according as they 
are near at hand or far off. It is notime for 
you to despair. Such as I am, and brought to 
this sorry plight by the buffets of time and 
fortune, I yet make shift to endure a life 
wherein my pleasures are to translate Greek 
and dine sometimes with sundry very worthy 
friends. Look at me, mademoiselle, and say, 
— would you consent to live in the same con- 
ditions as I?”’ 

She looked him over; her eyes almost 
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suming her melancholy and mournfulness, she 
faltered : 

‘There is not in all the world so unhappy 
a being as I am.” 

‘¢ Mademoiselle,” returned my good master, 
‘‘I am discreet both by calling and tempera- 
ment; I will not seek to force your confi- 
bence. But your looks betray you; any one 
can see you are sick of disappointed love. 
Well, ’tis notan incurable complaint. I have 
had it myself, and I have lived many a long 
year since then.” 

He took her hand, gave her a thousand 
tokens of his sympathy, and went on in these 
terms : 

‘¢ There is only one thing I regret for the 
moment, —that I cannot offer you a refuge 
for the night, or what is left of it. My pres- 
ent lodging is in an old chateau a long way 
from here, where I am busy translating a Greek 
book along with young Master ‘Tournebroche 
whom you see here.” 

My master spoke the truth. We were liv- 
ing at the time with M. d’Astarac, at the 
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Chateau des Sablons, in the village of Neuilly, 
and were in the pay of a great alchemist, who 
died later under tragic circumstances. 

«At the same time, mademoiselle,’ my 
master added, “if you should know of any 
place where you think you could go, I shall 
be happy to escort you thither.” 

To which the girl answered she appreciated 
all his kindness, that she lived with a kins- 
woman, to whose house she could count on 
being admitted at any hour; but that she had 
rather not return before daylight. She was 
fain, she said, not to disturb quiet folks’ sleep, 
and dreaded moreover to have her grief too 
painfully renewed by the sight of her old, 
familiar surroundings. 

As she spoke thus, the tears rained down 
from her eyes. My good master bade her : 

** Mademoiselle, give me your handker- 
chief, if you please, and I will wipe your eyes. 
Then I will take you to wait for daybreak 
under the archways of the Halles, where we 
can sit in comfort under shelter from the 
night dews.”’ 

The girl smiled through her tears, 
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“<I do not like,” she said, “‘ to give you so 
much trouble. Go your way, sir, and rest 
assured you take my best thanks with you.” 

For all that she laid her hand on the arm 
my good master offered her, and we set out, 
all the three of us, for the Halles. The night 
had turned much cooler. In the sky, which 
was beginning to assume a milky hue, the 
stars were growing paler and fainter. We 
could hear the first of the market-gardeners’ 
carts rumbling along to the Halles, drawn by 
a slow-stepping horse, half asleep in the shafts. 
Arrived at the archways, we chose a place in 
the recess of a porch distinguished by an im- 
age of St. Nicholas, and established ourselves 
all three on a stone step, on which M. l’Abbé 
Coignard took the precaution of spreading his 
cloak before he let his young charge sit down. 

Thereupon my good master fell to discours- 
ing on divers subjects, choosing merry and en- 
livening themes of set purpose to drive away 
the gloomy thoughts that might assail our 
companion’s mind. He told her he accounted 
this rencounter the most fortunate he had ever 


chanced on all his life, and that he should ever 


142 MERRIE TALES 


cherish a fond recollection of one who had so 
deeply touched him, —all this, however, with- 
out ever asking to know her name and story. 

My good master thought no doubt that the 
unknown would presently tell him what he 
refrained from asking. She broke into a fresh 
flood of weeping, heaved a deep sigh and said: 

“TI should be churlish, sir, to reward your 
kindness with silence. I am _ not afraid to 
trust myself in your hands. My name is 
Sophie T You have guessed the truth ; 
"tis the betrayal of a lover I was too fondly 
attached to has brought me to despair. If 
you deem my grief excessive, that is because 
you do not know how great was my assurance, 
how blind my infatuation, and you cannot 
realize how enchanting was the paradise I 
have lost.” 

Then, raising her lovely eyes to our faces, 
she went on: 

‘¢ Sirs, I am not such a woman as your meet- 
ing me thus at night time might lead you to 
suppose. My father was a merchant. He 
went, in the way of trade, to America, and 
was lost on his way home in a shipwreck, he 
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and his merchandise with him. My mother 
was so overwhelmed by these calamities that 
she fell into a decline and died, leaving me, 
while still a child, to the charge of an aunt, 
who brought me up. I was a good girl till 
the hour I met the man whose love was to 
afford me indescribable delights, ending in the 
despair wherein you now see me plunged.” 

So saying, Sophie hid her face in her hand- 
kerchief. Presently she resumed with a sigh: 

‘«‘ His worldly rank was so far above my own 
I could never expect to be his except in secret. 
I flattered myself he would be faithful to me. 
He swore he loved me, and easily overcame 
my scruples. My aunt was aware of our feel- 
ings for one another, and raised no obstacles, 
for two reasons, — because her affection for 
me made her indulgent, and because my dear 
lover’s high position impressed her imagina- 
tion. I lived a year of perfect happiness only 
equalled by the wretchedness I now endure. 
This morning he came to see me at my aunt’s, 
with whom I live. I was haunted by dark 
forebodings. As I dressed my hair but an 
hour or so before, I had broken a mirror he 
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had given me. The sight of him only in- 
creased my misgivings, for I noticed instantly 
that his face wore an unaccustomed look of 
constraint . .. Oh! sir, was ever woman so 
unhappy asI?.. .” 

Her eyes filled again with tears; but she 
kept them back under her lids, and was able 
to finish her tale, which my good master 
deemed as touching, but by no means so 
unique, as she did herself. 

‘He informed me coldly, though not with- 
out signs of embarrassment, that his father 
having bought him a Company, he was leav- 
ing to join the colours. First, however, he 
said, his family required him to plight his 
troth to the daughter of an Intendant of Fi- 
nances; the connection was advantageous to 
his fortune and would bring him means ad- 
equate to support his rank and make a figure 
in the world. And the traitor, never deigning 
to notice my pale looks, added in his soft, 
caressing voice which had made me so many 
vows of affection, that his new obligations 
would prevent his seeing me again, at least for 
some while. He assured me further that he 


MADEMOISELLE ROXANE 145 


was still my friend and begged me to accept a 
sum of money in memory of the a i we had 
passed together. 

«‘And with the words he held out a purse 
to me. | 

“I am telling you the truth, sirs, when I 
assure you I had always refused to listen to the 
offers he repeated again and again, to give me 
fine clothes, furniture, plate, an establishment, 
and to take me away from my aunt’s, where I 
lived in very narrow circumstances, and settle 
me in a most elegant little mansion he had in 
the Rue du Roule. My wish was that we 
‘should be united only by the ties of affection, 
and I was proud to have of his gift nothing 
but a few jewels whose sole value came from 
the fact of his being the donor. My gorge 
rose at the sight of the purse he offered me, 
and the insult gave me strength to banish 
from my presence the impostor whom in one 
moment I had learnt to know and to. despise. | 
He faced my angry looks unabashed, and as- 
sured me with the utmost unconcern that I 
could know nothing of the paramount obliga- 
tions that fill the existence of a man of quality, 
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adding that he hoped eventually, when I 
looked at things quietly, I should come to see 
his behaviour in a better light. Then, return- 
ing the purse to his pocket, he declared: he 
would readily find a way of putting the con- 
tents at my disposal in such a manner as to 
make it impossible for me to refuse his liber- 
ality. Thus leaving me with the odious, the 
intolerable implication that he was going to 
make full amends by these sordid means, he 
made for the door to which I pointed with- 
out a word. When he was gone, I felt a 
calmness of mind that surprised myself. It 
arose from the resolution I had formed to 
die. I dressed with some care, wrote a 
letter to my aunt asking her forgiveness for 
the pain I was about to cause her by my 
death, and went out into the streets. There I 
roamed about all the afternoon and evening 
and a part of the night, moving from busy. 
thoroughfare to deserted lane without a trace 
of fatigue, postponing the execution of my 
purpose to make it more: sure and certain 
under the favouring: conditions of darkness 
and solitude. “Possibly. too.I found a certain 
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weak pleasure in dallying with the thought 
of dying and tasting the mournful satisfaction . 
of my coming release from my troubles. At 
two o'clock in the morning, I went down 
to the river’s brink. Sirs, you know the 
rest, — you snatched me from a watery grave. 
I thank you for your goodness, —though I 
am sorry you saved my life. The world is 
full of forsaken women. I did not wish to 
add another to the number.” 

Sophie then fell silent and began weeping 
afresh. My good master took her hand with 
the greatest delicacy. 

«¢ My child,” he said, “I have listened with 
a tender interest to the story of your life, and I 
own ’tis a sad tale. But I am happy to dis- 
cern that your case is curable. Not only was 
your lover unworthy of the favours you showed 
him and has proved himself on trial a selfish, 
cruel-hearted libertine, but I see plainly your 
love for him was only an impulse of the senses 
and the effect of your own sensibility, the par- 
ticular object of which mattered far less than 
you imagine.. What there was rare and excel. 
lent in the liaison came from you. Well then,. 
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nothing is lost, since the source still remains. 
Your eyes, which have thrown a glamour of 
the fairest hues over, I doubt not, a very ordi- 
nary individual, will not cease to go on shed- 
ding abroad elsewhere the same bright rays of 
charming self-delusion.” 

My good master said more in the same 
strain, dropping from his lips the, finest words 
ever heard anent the tribulations of the senses 
and the errors lovers are prone to. But, as he 
talked on, Sophie, who for some while had let 
her pretty head droop on the shoulder of this 
best of men, fell softly asleep. When M. 
YAbbé Coignard saw his young friend was 
wrapped in a sound slumber, he congratulated 
himself on having discoursed in a vein so meet 
to afford repose and peace to a suffering soul. 

“Tt must be allowed,” he chuckled, “my 
sermons have a beneficent effect.” 

Not to disturb Mademoiselle’s slumbers, he 
took a thousand pretty precautions, amongst 
others constraining himself to talk on uninter- 
ruptedly, not unreasonably apprehensive that a 
‘sudden silence might awake her. 
© Tournebroche, my son,’ he said, _ 
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to me, “look, all her sorrows are vanished 
away with the consciousness she had of them. 
You must see they were all of the imagination 
and resided in her own thought. You must 
understand likewise they sprang from a certain 
pride and overweening conceit that goes along 
with love and makes it very exacting. For, 
in truth, if only we loved in humbleness of 
spirit and forgetfulness of self, or merely with 
a simple heart, we should be content with 
what is vouchsafed us and should not straight- 
way cry treason when some slight is put on us. 
And if some power of loving were left us still, 
after our lover had deserted us, we should 
await the issue in calmness of mind to make 
what use of it God should please to grant.” 

But the day was just breaking by this time, 
and the song of the birds grew so loud it 
drowned my good master’s voice. He made 
no complaint on this score. 

'««Hearken,” he said, “to the sparrows. 
They make love. more wisely than men do.” 

Sophie awoke in the white light of dawn, 
and I admired her lovely eyes, which fatigue 
and grief had ringed with a delicate pearly 
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grey. She seemed somewhat reconciled to 
life, and did not refuse a cup of chocolate 
which my good master made her drink at 
Mathurine’s door, the pretty chocolate-seller 
of the Halles. 

But as the poor child: came into more 
complete possession of her wits, she began to 
trouble about sundry practical difficulties she 
had not thought of till then. 

«What will my aunt say? And whatever 
can I tell her?” she asked distractedly. 

The aunt lived just: opposite Saint-Eustache, 
less than a hundred yards from Mathurine’s 
archway. Thither we escorted her niece; and 
M. Abbé Coignard, who had quite a vener- 
able look, though one shoe was unbuckled, 
accompanied the fair Sophie to the door of 
her aunt’s lodging and aie that lady a 
fine tale: 7 
«Thad the — fortune,” ‘a informed 
her, “to encounter your, good niece at. the 
very moment when she was assailed by four 
footpads armed with pistols, and I shouted for 
the watch so lustily. that the thieves took to 
their ‘heels. in’ a. panic, But they .were not. 
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the rarest chance, ran up in answer to my 
outcries. They arrested the villains after a 
desperate tussle, I. took my share of the 
rough and tumble, and I thought at first I 
had lost my hat in the fray. When all was over, 
we were all taken, your niece, the four foot- 
pads and myself, before his Honour the Lieu- 
tenant-Criminel, who treated us with much 
consideration and detained us till daylight in 
his cabinet, taking down our evidence.” 

The aunt answered drily : 

“TI thank you, sir, for having saved my 
niece from a peril which, to say the truth, is 
not the risk a girl of her age need fear the 
most, when she is out alone at night i in the 
streets of Paris.” 

My good master made no answer to this;_ 
but Mademoiselle Sophie spoke up and said in 
a voice of deep feeling: | : 

«I do assure you, Aunt, Monsieur Abbé. 
saved my life.” 3 : ) 

Some ‘years. after this singular advetiture, 
my master made the fatal. journey to Lyons. 
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from which he never returned. He was 
foully murdered, and I had the ineffable grief 
of seeing him expire in my arms. The inci- 
dents of his death have no connexion with 
the matter I speak of here. I have taken 
pains to record them elsewhere; they are 
indeed memorable, and will never, I think, 
be forgotten. I may add that this journey 
was in all ways unfortunate, for after losing the 
best of masters on the road, I was likewise for- 
saken by a mistress who loved me, but did not 
love me alone, and whose loss nearly broke my 
heart, coming after that of my good master. 
It is a mistake to suppose that a man who 
has received one cruel blow grows callous to 
succeeding strokes of calamity. Far other- 
wise; he suffers agonies from the smallest 
contrarieties. I returned to Paris in a state 
of. dejection almost beyond belief. 

Well, one evening, by way of enlivening 
my spirits, I went to the Comédie, where they 
were playing Bajazet, one of Racine’s excel-. 
lent pieces. I was particularly struck by the 
charm and beauty, no less than the originality 
and talent, of the actress who took the part 
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naturalness the passion animating that charac-. 
ter, and I shuddered as I heard her declaim 
in accents that were harmonious and yet 
terrible the line: 


Ecoutez, Bajazet, je sens que je vous aime.* 


I never wearied of gazing at her all the 
time she occupied the stage, and admiring the 
beauty of her eyes that gleamed below a brow 
as pure as marble and crowned by powdered 
locks all spangled with pearls. Her slender 
waist too, which her hoop showed off to per- 
fection, did not fail to make a vivid impres- 
sion on my heart. I had the better leisure to 
scrutinize these adorable charms as she hap- 
pened to face in my direction to deliver 
several important portions of her réle. And 
the more I looked, the more I felt convinced 
I had seen her before, though I found it 
impossible to recall anything connected with 
our previous meeting. My neighbour in the 
theatre, who was a constant frequenter, of the 
Comédie, told me the beautiful actress was 


 * & Hearken, Bajazet, I feel I love you.” 
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Mademoiselle B——, the idol of the pit. He 
added that she was as great a favourite in 
society as on the boards, that M. le Duc de 
La had made her the fashion and that 
she was on the highroad to eclipse Made- 
moiselle Lecouvreur. 

I was just leaving my seat after the perform- 
ance when a “femme de chambre” handed 
me a note in which I found written in pencil 
the words: 

“« Mademoiselle Roxane is wasting for you in 
her coach at the theatre door.” 

I could not believe the missive was intended 
for me; and I asked the abigail who had 
delivered it if she was not mistaken in the 
recipient. 

‘If I am mistaken,” she replied confidently, 
“then you cannot be Monsieur de Tourne- 
broche, that is all.” 

I ran to the coach which stood waiting in 
front of the. House, and inside I recognized 
Mademoiselle B——-, her head muffled in a 
black satin hood. | 

She beckoned to me to get in, and when J 

was seated beside her: — - 
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‘‘Do you not,” she asked me, “recognize 
Sophie, whom you rescued from drowning on 
the banks of the Seine?” 

“What! you! Sophie — Roxane — Made- 
moiselle B-——, is it possible ?—” 

My confusion was extreme, but she appeared 
to view it without annoyance. 

“I saw you,” she went on, “in one corner 
of the pit. I knew you instantly and played 
for you. Say, did I play well? I am so glad 
to see you again |! —” 

She asked me news of M. l’Abbé Coignard, 
and when I told her my good master had just 
perished miserably, she burst into tears. 

She was good enough to inform me of the 
chief events of her life: 

‘«My aunt,” she said, “used to mend her 
laces for Madame de Saint-Remi, who, as you 
must know, is an admirable actress. A short 
while after the night when you did me such 
yeoman service, I went to her house to take 
home some pieces of lace. The lady told me 
I had a face that interested her. She then 
asked me to read some verses, and concluded 
I was not without wits. She had me trained. 
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I made my first appearance at the Comédie 
last year. I interpret passions I have felt 
myself, and the public credits me with some 
talent. M. le Duc de La —— exhibits a 
very dear friendship for me, and I think he 
will never cause me pain and disappointment, 
because I have learnt to ask of men only 
what they can give. At this moment he is 
expecting me at supper. I must not break 
my word.” 

But, reading my vexation in my eyes, she 
added : 

“However, I have told my people to go 
the longest way round and to drive slowly.” 


CHILD LIFE IN TOWN AND 
COUNTRY 


FANCHON 


I 


ANCHON went early one morn- 
ing, like Little Red Riding- 
Hood, to see her grandmother, 
who lives right at the other end 
of the village. But Fanchon did 

not stop like little Red Riding-Hood, to 

gather nuts in the wood. She went straight. 
on her way and she did not meet the wolf. 

From a long way off she saw her grand- 
mother sitting on the stone step at her cottage 
door, a smile on her toothless mouth and her 
arms, as dry and knotty as an old vine-stock, 
open to welcome her little granddaughter. 

It rejoices Fanchon’s heart to spend a whole 

day with her grandmother; and her grand- 

mother, whose trials and troubles are all over 
and who lives as happy as a cricket in the 
warm chimney-corner, is rejoiced too to see 
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her son’s little girl, the picture of her own 
childhood. 

They have many things to tell each other, 
for one of them is coming back from the jour- 
ney of life which the other is setting out on. 

“You grow a bigger girl every day,” says 
the old grandmother to Fanchon, “ and every 
day I get smaller; I scarcely need now to 
stoop at all to touch your forehead. What 
matters my great age when I can see the roses 
of my girlhood blooming again in your cheeks, 
my pretty Fanchon?” 

But Fanchon asked to be told again —for 
the hundredth time —all about the glittering 
paper flowers under the glass shade, the col- 
oured pictures where our Generals in brilliant 
uniforms are overthrowing their enemies, the 
gilt cups, some of which have lost their 
handles, while others have kept theirs, and 
grandfather’s gun that hangs above the chim- 
ney-piece from the nail where he put it up 
himself for the last time, thirty years ago. 

But time flies, and the hour is come to 
get ready the midday dinner. Fanchon’s 
grandmother stirs up the drowsy fire; then 
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she breaks the eggs on the black earthenware 
platter. Fanchon is deeply interested in the 
bacon omelette as she watches it browning 
and sputtering over the fire. There is no one 
in the world like her grandmother for making 
omelettes and telling pretty stories. Fanchon 
sits on the settle, her chin on a level with the 
table, to eat the steaming omelette and drink 
the sparkling cider. But her grandmother 
eats her dinner, from force of habit, standing 
at the fireside. She holds her knife in her 
right hand, and in the other a crust of bread 
with her toothsome morsel on it. When 
both have done eating: 

‘‘Grandmother,” says Fanchon, “tell me 
the ‘ Blue Bird.’ ” 

And her grandmother tells Fanchon how, 
by the spite of a bad fairy, a beautiful Prince 
was changed into a sky-blue bird, and of the 
grief the Princess felt when she heard of the 
transformation and saw her love fly all bleed- 
ing to the window of the Tower where she 
was shut up. 

Fanchon thinks and thinks. | 


‘‘Grandmother,” she says at last, “is it a 
it 
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great while ago the Blue Bird flew to the 
Tower where the Princess was shut up?” 

Her grandmother tells her it was many a 
long day since, in the times when the animals 
used to talk. 

“ You were young then?” asks Fanchon. 

““T was not yet born,” the old woman tells 
her. 

And Fanchon says: 

“So, grandmother, there were things in the 
world even before you were born?” 

And when their talk is done, her grand- 
mother gives Fanchon an apple with a hunch 
of bread and bids her : 

“Run away, little one; go and play and eat 
your apple in the garden.” 

And Fanchon goes into the garden, where 
there are trees and grass and flowers and birds. 
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x we ER grandmother’s garden was full 
de 1h of grass and flowers and trees, and 
oo #) Fanchon thought it was the pret- 
TE G tiest garden in au the world. By 

this time she had pulled out her 
pocket-knife to cut her bread with, as they do in 
the village. First she munched her apple, then 
she began upon her bread. Presently a little 
bird came fluttering past her. Then a second 
came, and a third. Soon ten, twenty, thirty 
were crowding round Fanchon. There were 
grey birds, and red, there were yellow birds, 
and green, and blue. And all were pretty and 
they all sang. At first Fanchon could not 
think what they wanted. But she soon saw 
they were asking for bread and that they were 
little beggars. Yes, they were beggars, but 
they were singers as well. Fanchon was too 
kind-hearted to refuse bread to any one who 
paid for it with songs. 


oe, 


164 MERRIE TALES 


She was a little country girl, and she did 
not know that once long ago, in a country 
where white cliffs of marble are washed by 
the blue sea, a blind old man earned his daily 
bread by singing the shepherds’ songs which 
the learned still admire to-day. But her heart 
laughed to hear the little birds, and she tossed 
them crumbs that never reached the ground, 
for the birds always caught them in the air. 

Fanchon saw that the birds were not all 
the same in character. Some would stand in 
a ring round her feet waiting for the crumbs to 
fall into their beaks. These were philoso- 
phers. Others again she could see circling 
nimbly on the wing all about her. She even 
noticed one little thief that darted in and 
pecked shamelessly at her own slice. 

She broke the bread and threw crumbs to 
them all; but all could not get some to eat. 
Fanchon found that the boldest and cleverest 
left nothing for the others. 

‘‘That is not fair,” she told them; “ sal 
of you ought to take his proper turn.” 

But they never heeded; nobody ever does, 
when you talk of fairness and justice, She 
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tried every way to favour the weak and 
hearten the timid; but she could make noth- 
ing of it, and do what she would, she fed the 
big fat birds at the expense of the thin ones. 
This made her sorry; she was such a simple 
child she did not know it is the way of the 
world. 

Crumb by crumb, the bread all went down 
the little singers’ throats. And Fanchon 
went back very happy to her grandmother's 
house. 
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Ill 
WA y HEN night fell, her grandmother 


i i act (| took thebasket in which Fanchon 
' 3| had brought her a cake, filled it 

with apples and grapes, hung 
it on the child’s arm, and said: 
‘‘Now, Fanchon, go straight back home, 
without stopping to play with the village 


ragamufiins. Be a good girl always. Good- 





bye.” 

Then she kissed her. But Fanchon stood 
thinking at the door. 

«Grandmother ?”’ she said. 

« What is it, little Fanchon?”’ 

«TI should like to know,” said Fanchon, 
“if there are any beautiful Princes among the 
birds that ate up my bread.” 

‘* Now that there are no more fairies,” her 
grandmother told her, “ the birds are all birds 
and nothing else.” 
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*¢ Good-bye, grandmother.” 

‘Good-bye, Fanchon.” _ 

And Fanchon set off across the meadows for 
her home, the chimneys of which she could 
see smoking a long way off against the red 
sky of sunset. 

On the road she met Antoine, the gar- 
dener’s little boy. He asked her: 

“Will you come and play with me, 
Fanchon ?”’ 

But she answered : 

‘‘I won’t stop to play with you, because 
my grandmother told me not to. But I will 
give you an apple, because I love you very 
much.” 

Antoine took the apple and kissed the little 
girl. 

They loved each other fondly. 

He called her his little wife, and she called 
him her little husband. 

‘As she went on her way, stepping soberly 
along like a staid, grown-up person, she heard 
behind her a merry twittering of birds, and 
turning round to look, she saw they were 
the same little pensioners she had fed when 
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they were hungry. They came flying after 
her. 

“Good night, little friends,” she called to 
them, “good night! It’s bedtime now, so 
good night!” 

And the winged songsters answered her 
with little cries that mean “God keep you!” 
in bird language. 

So Fanchon came back to her mother’s to 
the sound of sweet music in the air. 
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IV 
ANCHON lay down in the dark 


in her little bed, which a car- 
penter in the village had made 
long ago of walnut-wood and 





shee 


carved a light railing alongside. 
The good old man had been resting years and 
years now under the shadow of the church, in 
a grass-grown bed; for Fanchon’s cot had 
been her grandfather’s when he was a little 
lad, and he had slept where she sleeps now. 
A curtain of pink-sprigged cotton protects her 
slumbers; she sleeps, and in her dreams she 
sees the Blue Bird flying to his sweetheart’s 
Castle. She thinks he is as beautiful as a star, 
bet she never expects him to come and light 
on her shoulder. She knows she is not a 
Princess, and no Prince changed into a blue 
bird will come to visit her. She tells herself 
that all birds are not Princes; that the birds 
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of her village are villagers, and that there 
might be one perhaps found amongst them, a 
little country lad changed into a sparrow by 
a bad fairy and wearing in his heart under his 
brown feathers the love of little Fanchon. 
Yes, if Ae came and she knew him, she would 
give him not bread crumbs only, but cake and 
kisses. She would so like to see him, and lo! 
she sees him; he comes and perches on 
her shoulder. He is a jack-sparrow, only a 
common sparrow. He has nothing rich or 
rare about him, but he looks alert and lively. 
To tell the truth, he is a little torn and 
tattered; he lacks a feather in his tail; he has 
lost it in battle — unless it was through some 
bad fairy of the village. Fanchon has her sus- 
picions he is a naughty bird. But she is a girl, 
and she does not mind her jack-sparrow being 
a trifle headstrong, if only he has a kind heart. 
She ‘pets him and calls him pretty names. 
Suddenly he begins to grow bigger ; his body 
gets longer; his wings turn into two arms; he 
is a boy, and Fanchon knows who he is— 
Antoine, the gardener’s little lad, who asks 
her : 
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‘Shall we go and play together, shall we, 
Fanchon?” 

She claps her hands for joy, and away she 
goes. . . . But suddenly she wakes and rubs 
her eyes. Her sparrow is gone, and so is 
Antoine! She is all alone in her little room. 
The dawn, peeping in between the flowered 
curtains, throws a white, innocent light over 
her cot. She can hear the birds singing in 
the garden. She jumps out of bed in her 
little nightgown and opens the window; 
she looks out into the garden, which is gay 
with flowers — roses, geraniums, and con- 
volvulus——and spies her little pensioners, her 
little musicians, of yesterday. There they 
all sit in a rowon the garden-fence, sing- 
ing her a morning hymn to pay her for 
their crumbs of bread. 


THE FANCY-DRESS BALL 


cy os v4 ERE we have little boys who 
1 are conquering heroes and little 
| girls who are heroines. Here 
we have shepherdesses in hoops 





and wreaths of roses and shep- 
herds in satin coats, who carry crooks tied 
with knots of riband. Oh! what white, 
pretty sheep they must be these shepherds 
tend! Here are Alexander the Great and 
Zaire, and Pyrrhus and Merope, Mahomet, 
Harlequin, Pierrot, Scapin, Blaise and Ba- 
bette. They have come from all parts, from 
Greece and Rome and the lands of Faéry, 
to dance together. What a fine thing a 
fancy ball is, and how delicious to be a great 
King for an hour or a famous Princess! 
There is nothing to spoil the pleasure. No 
need to act up to your costume, nor even to 
talk in character. 
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It would be poor fun, mind you, to wear 
heroes’ clothes if you had to have a hero’s 
heart as well. Heroes’ hearts are torn with 
all sorts of sorrows. They are most of them 
famous for their calamities. If they had 
lived happy, we should never have heard of 
them. Merope had no wish to dance. Pyr- 
rhus was cruelly slain by Orestes just when 
he was going to wed, and the innocent Zaire 
perished by the hand of her lover the Turk, 
philosophical Turk though he was. As for 
Blaise and Babette, the song says they suffer 
fond regrets that go on forever. 

Why speak of Pierrot and Scapin? You 
know as well as I do they were scamps, 
and got their ears pulled more than once. 
No! glory costs too dear, even Harlequin’s. 
On the contrary, it is very agreeable to be 
little boys and girls, and have the look of 
being great personages. That is why there 
ig no pleasure to compare with a fancy ball, 
when the dresses are splendid enough. Only 
to wear them makes you feel brave. Then 
think how proud and pretty all your little 
friends are with their feathers and mantles ; 
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how gallant and gay and noble they look, 
and how like the fine folks of olden times. 

In the gallery, where you cannot see them, 
the musicians, with sad, gentle faces, are tun- 
ing up their fiddles, A stately quadrille lies 
open on their stands. They are going to at- 
tack the old-fashioned piece. At the first 
notes our heroes and masks will lead off the 
dance. 


THE SCHOOL 


| seigne’s school the best girls’ 


school in the world. I declare 
$ miscreants and slanderers any 
\ 





who shall think or say the con- 

trary. Mademoiselle Genseigne’s pupils are 
all well-behaved and industrious, and there 
is no pleasanter sight to see than all their 
small figures sitting so still, and all the heads 
in a straight row. They look like so many 
little bottles into which Mademoiselle Gen- 
selgne is busy pouring useful knowledge. 

Mademoiselle Genseigne sits very upright 
at her high desk. She has a gentle, serious 
fage; her neatly braided hair and her black 
tippet inspire respect and sympathy. 

Mademoiselle Genseigne, who is very 
clever, is teaching her little pupils cypher- 
ing. She says to Rose Benoit: 
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“Rose Benoit, if I take four from twelve, 
what have I left?” 

“Four?” answers Rose Benoit. 

Mademoiselle Genseigne is not satisfied 
with the answer. 

«And you, Emmeline Capel, if I take four 
from twelve, how much have I left?”’ 

“Eight,” Emmeline Capel answers. 

“You hear, Rose Benoit, I have eight 
left,” insists Mademoiselle Genseigne. 

Rose Benoit falls into a brown study. 
Mademoiselle Genseigne has eight left, she 
is told, but she has no notion if it is eight 
hats or eight handkerchiefs, or possibly eight 
apples or eight feathers. The doubt has 
long tormented her. She can make nothing 
of arithmetic. 

On the other hand, she is very wise in 
Scripture History. Mademoiselle Genseigne 
has not another pupil who can describe the 
Garden of Eden or Noah’s Ark as Rose Be- 
noit can. Rose Benoit knows every flower 
in the Garden and all the animals in the 
Ark. She knows as many fairy tales as 
Mademoiselle Genseigne herself. She knows 


THE SCHOOL 177 


all the fables of the Fox and the Crow, the 
Donkey and the Little Dog, the Cock and 
the Hen, and what they said to each other. 
She is not at all surprised to hear that the ani- 
mals used once to talk. The wonder would 
be if some one told her they don’t talk now. 
She is quite sure she understands what her big 
dog Tom says and her little canary Chirp. 
She is quite right ; animals have always talked, 
and they talk still; but they only talk to 
their friends. Rose Benoit loves them and 
they love her, and that is why she under- 
stands what they say. To understand each 
other there is nothing like loving one 
another. 

To-day Rose Benoit has said her lessons 
without a mistake. She has won a good 
mark. Emmeline Capel has a good mark, 
too, for knowing her arithmetic lesson so 
well. 

Qn coming out of school, she told her 
mother she had a good mark. Then she 
asked her: 

«A good mark, mother, what’s the use 
of it?” 
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“A good mark is of no use,’ Emmeline’s 
mother answered; “that is the very reason 
why we should be proud to get one. You 
will find out one day, my child, that the re- 
wards most highly esteemed are just those that 
bring honour without profit.” 


MARIE 
Te ITTLE girls long to pluck flow- 


ers and stars—jit is their na- 





$4 ture to. But stars will not be 

@ plucked, and the lesson they 
teach little girls is, that in this 
world there are longings that are never sat- 
isfied. Mademoiselle Marie has gone into 
the park, where she came upon a bed of 
hydrangeas; she saw how pretty the flowers 
were and that made her gather one. It was 
very difficult; she dragged with both hands, 
and very nearly tumbled over backwards when 
the stalk broke. She is pleased and proud at 
what she has done. But nurse has seen her. 
She runs up, snatches at Mademoiselle Marie’s 
arm, scolds her, and sets her to stand and re- 
pent, not in the black closet, but at the foot 
of a great chestnut, under the shade of a huge 
Japanese umbrella. 
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There Mademoiselle Marie sits and thinks, 
in great surprise and perplexity. Her flower 
in one hand and the umbrella making a bright 
halo round her, she looks like a little idol 
from overseas. 

Nurse has told her: “ Marie, you must not 
put that flower in your mouth. If you do it 
when I tell you not, your little dog Toto will 
come and eat up your ears.” And with these 
terrible words she walks away. 

The young culprit, sitting quite still under 
her brilliant canopy, looks about her and 
gazes at earth and sky. It is a big world 
she sees, big enough and beautiful enough to 
amuse a little girl for some while. But her 
hydrangea blossom is more interesting than all 
the rest put together. She thinks to herself: 
“It isa flower; it must smell good?”? And 
she puts her nose to the pretty pink and blue 
ball; she sniffs, but she cannot smell any- 
thing. She is not very good at scenting per- 
fume; it is only a short while since she 
always used to blow at a rose instead of inhal- 
ing its odour. You must not laugh at her 
for that; one cannot learn everything at once. 
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Besides, if she had as keen a sense of smell as 
her mother, she would be no better off in this 
case, A hydrangea Aas no scent; that is 
why we get tired of it, for all its loveliness. 
But now Mademoiselle Marie begins to think: 
“Perhaps it’s made of sugar, this flower.” 
Then she opens her mouth very wide and is 
just going to lift the flower to her lips. 

But suddenly, yap! goes her little dog. It 
is Toto, who comes bounding over a gera- 
nium bed and comes to a stand right in front 
of Mademoiselle Marie, with his ears cocked 
straight up, and stares hard at her out of his 
sharp little round eyes. 


THE PANDEAN PIPES 


[JHIREE children of the same vil- 
a 
ay ii Ss stand staring, side by side in a 
oi ie row, where they look for all the 
= world like a mouth-organ or 
Pandean Pipes, only with three pipes instead 
of seven. Pierre, to the left, is a tall lad; 
Jean, to the right, is a short child; Jacques, 
who is betwixt the two, may call himself tall 
or short, according as he looks at his left-hand 
or his right-hand neighbour. It is a situation 
I would beg you to ponder, for it is your own, 
and mine, and everybody else’s. Each one 
of us is just like Jacques, and deems himself 
great or small according as his neighbours’ 





lage, Pierre, Jacques, and Jean, 


eS 


inches are many or few. 

That is the reason why it is true to say that 
Jacques is neither tall nor short, and why it is 
also true to say he is tall and he is short. He 
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is what God chooses him to be. For us, he 
is the middle reed of our living Pandean 
Pipes. 

But what is he doing, and what are his two 
comrades doing? ‘They are staring, staring 
hard, all three. What at? At something 
that has disappeared in the distance, some- 
thing that has vanished out of sight; yet they 
can see it still, and their eyes are dazzled with 
its splendours. It makes little Jean clean for- 
get his eel-skin whiplash and the peg-top he 
has always been so fond of keeping for ever 
spinning with it in the dusty roads. Pierre 
and Jacques stand stolidly, their hands behind 
their backs. 

What is the wonderful sight that has be- 
wildered all three? A pedlar’s cart, a hand- 
cart; they had seen it stop in the village 
street. 

Then the pedlar drew back his oil-clnth 
cqvering, and all, men, women, and childien, 
feasted their eyes on knives, scissors, pop- 
guns, jumping Jacks, wooden soldiers and 
lead soldiers, bottles of scent, cakes of soap, 
coloured pictures, and a thousand other splen- 
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did objects. The servant-wenches from the 
farm and the mill turned pale with longing; 
Pierre and Jacques flushed red with delight. 
Little Jean put out his tongue at it all. 
Everything the barrow held seemed to them 
rich and rare. But what they coveted most 
of all were those myterious articles whose 
meaning and use they could make nothing 
of. For instance, there were polished globes 
like mirrors that reflected their faces with 
the features ludicrously distorted. ‘There were 
Epinal wares with figures in impossibly vivid 
colours; there were little cases and boxes with 
nobody knows what inside. 

The women made purchases of muslins and 
laces by the yard, and the pedlar rolled the 
black oil-cloth cover back again over the 
treasures of his barrow. Then, pulling at 
the collar, he hauled off his load after him 
along the highroad. And now barrow and 
barrow-man have disappeared below the 
horizon. 


ROGER’S STUD 


es | 1 is a great anxiety keeping a 
Ne | stud. The horse is a delicate 
@ animal and needs a lot of look- 
AJ ing after. Just ask Roger if it 


does n't! 





He is busy now grooming his noble chest- 
net, which would be the pearl of wooden 
horses, the flower of the Black Forest stud- 
farms, if only he had not lost half his tail 
in battle. Roger would so like to know 
whether wooden horses’ tails grow again. 

After rubbing them down in fancy, Roger 
gives his horses an imaginary feed of oats. 
That is the proper way to feed these elfin 
creatures of wood on whose backs little 
boys gallop through the land of dreams. 

Now Roger is off for his ride, mounted on 
his mettled charger. The poor beast has no 
ears left and his mane is all notched like an 
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old broken comb; but Roger loves him. 
Why it would be hard to say! This bay 
was the gift of a poor man; and the presents 
of the poor are somehow sweeter perhaps 
than any others. 

Roger is off. He has ridden far. The 
flowers of the carpet are the blossoms of the 
tropical forest. Good luck to you, little 
Roger! May your hobby-horse carry you 
happily through the world! May you never 
have a more dangerous mount! Small and 
great, we all ride ours! Which of us has 
not his hobby? 

Men’s hobbies gallop like mad things along 
the roads of life; one is chasing glory, another 
pleasure ; many leap over precipices and break 
their rider’s neck. I wish you luck, little 
Roger, and I hope, when you are a man, 
you will bestride two hobbies that will al- 
ways carry you along the right road; one 
is spirited, the other gentle-tempered; they 
are both noble steeds; one is called Courage 
and the other Kindness. 


COURAGE 


=, | OUISON and Frédéric are off to 
PA.S4 school along the village street. 
The sun shines gaily and the 
= two children are singing. They 





sing like the nightingale, because 
their hearts are light like his. They sing an 
old song their grandmothers sang when they 
were little girls, a song their children’s chil- 
dren will sing one day; for songs are tender 
flowers that never die, they fly from lip to lip 
down the ages. The lips fade and fall silent 
one after the other, but the song lives on for 
ever. There are songs come down to us from 
the days when the men were shepherds and 
all the women shepherdesses. That is the 
reason why they speak of nothing but sheep 
and wolves. 

Louison and Frédéric sing; their mouths 
are as round as a flower and the song rises 
shrill and thin and clear in the morning air. 
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But listen! suddenly the notes stick in 
Frédéric’s throat. 

What unseen power is it has strangled 
the music on the boy’s lips? It is fear. 
Every day, as sure as fate, he comes upon the 
butcher’s dog at the end of the village street, 
and every day his heart seems to stop and his 
legs begin to shake at the sight. Yet the 
butcher’s dog does not fly at him, or even 
threaten to. He sits peaceably at his master’s 
shop-door. But he is black, and he has a 
staring bloodshot eye and shows a row of 
sharp white teeth. He looks frightful. And 
then he squats there in the middle of bits of 
meat and offal and all sorts of horrors — 
which makes him more terrifying still. Of 
course it isn’t his fault, but he is the presid- 
ing genius. Yes, a savage brute, the butcher's 
dog! So, the instant Frédéric catches sight 
of the beast before the shop, he picks up a 
big stone, as he sees grown-up men do to 
keep off bad-tempered curs, and he slinks past 
close, close under the opposite wall. 

That is how he behaved this time; and 
Louison laughed at him. 
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She did not make any of those daredevil 
speeches one generally caps with others more 
reckless still. No, she never said a word; 
she never stopped singing. But she altered 
her voice and began singing on such a mock- 
ing note that Frédéric reddened to his very 
ears. Then his little head began to buzz 
with many thoughts. He learned that we 
must dread shame even more than danger. 
And he was afraid of being afraid. 

So, when school was over and he saw the 
butcher’s dog, he marched undauntedly past 
the astonished animal. 

History adds that he kept a corner of his 
eye on Louison to see if she was looking. It 
is a true saying that, if there were no dames 
nor damsels in the world, men would be less 
courageous. 


CATHERINE’S «AT HOME” 





~ aise T is five o’clock. Mademoiselle 
a Catherine is “at home” to her 
by ( , gg} dolls. It is her “day.” The 
OS KS dolls do not talk: the little 
Genie that gave them their 
smile did not vouchsafe the gift of speech. 
He refused it for the general good; if dolls 
could talk, we should hear nobody but 
them. Still there is no lack of conver- 
sation. Mademoiselle Catherine talks for 
her guests as well as for herself; she asks 
questions and gives the answers. 

“How do you do?—Very well, thank 
you. I broke my arm yesterday morning 
going to buy cakes. But it’s quite well 
now.—-Ah! so much the _ better.— And 
how is your little girl? She has the 
whooping-cough. — Ah! what a pity! Does 
she cough much?—Oh! no, it’s a whoop- 
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ing-cough where there’s no cough. You 
know I had two more children last week. — 
Really? that makes four doesn’t it?— Four 
or five, I’ve forgotten which. When you 
have so many, you get confused. — What a 
pretty frock you have.—Oh! I’ve got far 
prettier ones still at home.— Do you go 
to the theatre? — Yes, every evening. I was 
at the Opera yesterday; but Polichinelle 
wasn’t playing, because the wolf had eaten 
him.—I go to dances every day, my dear. 
—HAIt is so amusing.— Yes, I wear a blue 
gown and dance with the young men, Gen- 
erals, Princes, Confectioners, all the most 
distinguished people.—-You look as pretty 
as an angel to-day, my dear.—Oh! it’s 
the spring. — Yes, but what a pity 
it’s snowing. —J love the snow, because 
it’s white.—Oh! there’s black snow, 
you know. — Yes, but that’s the bad snow.” 

There’s fine conversation for you; Made- 
moiselle Catherine’s tongue goes nineteen to 
the dozen. Still I have one fault to find 
with her; she talks all the time to the same 
visitor, who is pretty and wears a fine frock. 


192 MERRIE TALES 


There she is wrong. A good hostess is 
equally gracious to all her guests. She treats 
them all with affability, and if she shows any 
particular preference, it is to the more retir- 
ing and the less prosperous. We should flat- 
ter the unhappy; it is the only flattery 
allowable. But Catherine has discovered this 
for herself. She has guessed the secret of 
true politeness: a kind heart is everything. 
She pours out tea for the company, and for- 
gets nobody. On the contrary, she presses 
the dolls that are poor and unhappy and shy 
to help themselves to invisible cakes and 
sandwiches made of dominoes. 

Some day Catherine will hold a salon 
where the old French courtesy will live 
again. 


LITTLE SEA—DOGS 
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HEY are sailor boys, regular little 
sea-dogs. Look at them; they 


have their caps pulled down over 
their ears so that the gale blow- 





ing in from the sea and bringing 
the spindrift with it may not deafen them 
with its dreadful howling. They wear heavy 
woollen clothes to keep out the cold and wet. 
Their patched pea-jacket and breeches have 
been their elders’ before them. Most of their 
garments have been contrived out of old 
things of their father’s. Their soul is like- 
wise of the same stuff as their father’s; it is 
simple, brave, and long-suffering. At birth 
they, inherited a single-hearted, noble temper. 
Who and what gave it them? After God and 
their parents, the Sea. The Sea teaches sailors 
courage by teaching them to face danger. It 
is a rough but kindly instructor. 
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That is why our little sailor-boys, though 
their hearts are childlike still, have the spirit 
of gallant veterans. Elbows on the parapet 
of the sea-wall, they gaze out into the offing. 
It is more than the blue line marking the 
faint division between sea and sky that they 
see. Their eyes care little for the soft, chang- 
ing colours of the ocean or the vast, contorted 
masses of the clouds. What they see, as they 
look seawards, is something more moving 
than the hue of the waves or the shape of the 
clouds; it is a suggestion of human love. 
They are spying for the boats that sailed away 
for the fishing; presently they will loom 
again on the horizon, laden with shrimp to 
the gunwales, and bringing home uncles and 
big brothers and fathers. The little fleet will 
soon appear yonder betwixt the ocean and 
God’s sky with its white or brown sails. 
To-day the sky is unclouded, the sea calm; 
the flood tide floats the fishers gently to the 
shore. But ti. cean is a capricious old fel- 
low, who takes all shapes and sings in many 
voices. To-day he laughs; to-morrow he 
will be growling in the night under his 
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beard of foam. He shipwrecks the most 
handy boats, though they have been blessed 
by the Priest to the chanting of the Te 
Deum; he drowns the most skilful master 
mariners, and it is all his fault you see in the 
village, before the cottage doors where the 
nets hang to dry beside the fish-creels, so 
many women wearing black widow’s weeds. 


10’ 


GETTING WELL 
RE | ERMAINE is ill, Nobod7 
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}} knows how it began. The arm 
which sows fever is invisible like 

the dustman’s hand, the old 
" fellow who comes every night 
and makes the little ones so sleepy. But 
Germaine was not ill very long and she was 
not very bad, and now she is getting well 
again. This getting well is even pleasanter 
than being quite well, which comes next. 
In the same way hoping and wishing are 
better, very often, than anything we wish 
for or hope for. Germaine lies in bed in 
her pretty, bright room, and her dreams are 
as bright-coloured as her room. : 

She looks, a little languidly still, at her 
doll, which sleeps beside her own bed. 
There are sympathies that go deep between 
little oirls and their dolls. Germaine’s doll 
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fell ill at the same time as her little mamma, 
and now she is getting well with her. She 
will take her first carriage outing sitting by 
Germaine’s side. 

She has seen the doctor too. Alfred came 
to feel the doll’s pulse. He is Doctor ‘ As- 
bad-as-can-be.” He talks of nothing but 
cutting off arms and legs. But Germaine 
asked him so earnestly that he agreed to cure 
her dolly without slashing it to pieces. But 
he prescribed the nastiest medicines. 

Illness has one advantage at any rate; it 
makes us know our friends. Germaine is 
sure now she can count on Alfred’s goodness ; 
she is certain Lucie is the best of sisters. All 
the nine days her illness lasted, Lucie came 
to learn her lessons and do her sewing in 
the sick room. She insists on bringing the 
little patient her herb-tea herself. And it is 
not a bitter potion, such as Alfred ordered ; 
NO» it is balmy with the scent of wild 
flowers. 

When she smells its perfume, Germaine’s 
thoughts fly to the flowery mountain paths, 
the haunt of children and bees, where she 
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played so often last year. Alfred too re- 
members the beautiful ways, and the woods, 
and the springs, and the mules that climbed 
up and up on the brink of precipices with a 
sound of tinkling bells. 


ACROSS THE MEADOWS 


KG FTER breakfast Catherine 
Lx started off to the meadows with 
fer, 4° | her little brother Jean. When 
- = they set out, the day seemed as 

young and fresh as they were. 
The sky was not altogether blue; it was grey 





rather, but of a tenderer grey than any blue. 
Catherine’s eyes are just the same grey, as if 
made out of a bit of morning sky. 
Catherine and Jean wander all by them- 
selves through the fields. Their mother is a 
farmer’s wife and is at work at home. They 
have no nurse-maid to take them, and they 
don’t need one. They know their way, and 
all the woods and fields and hills. Catherine 
can tell the time by looking at the sun, and 
she has guessed all sorts of pretty secrets of 
Nature that town-bred children have no sus- 
picion of. Little Jean himself understands 
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a great many things about the woods, the 
pools, and the mountains, for his little soul is 
a country soul. 

Catherine and Jean go roaming through 
the flowery meadows. As they go, Catherine 
gathers a nosegay. She picks blue centauries, 
scarlet poppies, cuckoo-flowers, and butter- 
cups, which she also knows as “tth chicks. 
She picks those pretty purple blossoms that 
grow in hedgerows and are called Venus’ 
looking-glasses. She picks the dark ears of 
the milkwort, and crane’s-bill and lily of the 
valley, whose tiny white bells shed a deli- 
cious perfume at the least puff of wind. 
Catherine loves flowers because they are beau- 
tiful; and she loves them too because they 
make such pretty ornaments. She is very 
simply dressed, and her pretty hair is hid 
under a brown linen cap. She wears a 
cotton check pinafore over her plain frock, 
and goes in wooden shoes. She has never 
seen rich dresses except on the Virgin Mary 
and the St. Catherine in the parish church. 
But there are some things little girls know 
directly they are born. Catherine knows 
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that flowers are becoming to wear, and that 
pretty ladies who pin nosegays in their bosoms 
look lovelier than ever. So she has a notion 
she must be very fine indeed now, carrying a 
nosegay bigger than her own head. Her 
thoughts are as bright and fragrant as her 
flowers. They are thoughts that cannot be 
put into words; there are no words pretty 
enough. It wants song tunes for that, the 
liveliest and softest airs, the sweetest songs. 
So Catherine sings, as she gathers her nose- 
gay: ‘“* Away to the woods alone” and “My 
heart is for him, my heart is for him.” 
Little Jean is of another temper. He 
follows another line of ideas. He is a broth 
of a boy, he is; Jean is not breeched yet, but 
his spirit is beyond his years and there’s no 
more rollicking blade than he. While he 
grips his sister’s pinafore with one hand, for 
fear of tumbling, he shakes his whip in the 
otber like a sturdy lad. His father’s head 
stableman can hardly crack his any better 
when he meets his sweetheart, bringing home 
the horses from watering at the river. Little 
Jean is lulled by no soft reveries. He never 
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heeds the field flowers. The games he dreams 
of are stiff jobs of work. His thoughts dwell 
on wagons stogged in the mire and big cart- 
horses hauling at the collar at his voice and 
under his lash. 

Catherine and Jean have climbed above 
the meadows, up the hill, to a high ground 
from which. you can make out all the chim- 
neys of the village dotted among the trees 
and in the far distance the steeples of six 
parishes. Then you see what a big place the 
world is. Then Catherine can better under- 
stand the stories she has been taught, — 
the dove from the Ark, the Israelites in the 
Promised Land, and Jesus going from city 
to city. 

‘Let ’s sit down there,” she says. 

Down she sits, and, opening her hands, she 
sheds her flowery harvest all over her. She is 
all fragrant with blossoms, and in a moment 
the butterflies come fluttering round her. 
She picks and chooses and matches her 
flowers; she weaves them into garlands and 
wreaths, and hangs flower-bells in her ears; 
she is decked out now like the rustic image 
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of a Holy Virgin the shepherds venerate. 
Her little brother Jean, who has been busy 
all this while driving a team of imaginary 
horses, sees her in all this bravery. Instantly 
he is filled with admiration. A religious awe 
penetrates all his childish soul. He stops, and 
the whip falls from his fingers. He feels that 
she is beautiful and all smothered in lovely 
flowers. He tries in vain to say all this in his 
soft, indistinct speech. But she has guessed. 
Little Catherine is his big sister, and a big 
sister is a little mother; she foresees, she 
guesses; she has the sacred instinct. 

“Yes, darling,” cries Catherine, “I am 
going to make you a beautiful wreath, and 
you will look like a little king.” 

And so she twines together the white 
flowers, the yellow flowers, and the red 
flowers, into a chaplet. She puts it on lit- 
tle Jean’s head, and he flushes with pride and 
pleasure. She kisses her little brother, lifts 
him in her arms and plants him, all garlanded 
with blossoms, on a big stone. Then she 
looks at him admiringly, because he is beauti- 
ful and she has made him so. 
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And standing there on his rustic pedestal, 
little Jean knows he is beautiful, and the 
thought fills him with a deep respect for him- 
self. He feels he is something holy. Very 
upright and still, with round eyes and tight- 
drawn lips, arms by his side with the palms 
open and the fingers parted like the spokes of 
a wheel, he tastes a pious joy to be an idol — 
he is sure he is an idol now. The sky is 
overhead, the woods and fields lie at his feet. 
He is the hub of the universe. He alone is 
great, he alone is beautiful. 

But suddenly Catherine breaks into a laugh. 
She shouts: 

“Oh! how funny you look, little Jean! 
how funny you do look!” 

She runs up and throws her arms round 
him, she kisses him and shakes him; the 
heavy wreath of flowers slips down over his 
nose. And she laughs again: 

“Oh! how funny he looks! how very funny!” 

But it is no laughing matter for little Jean. 
He is sad and sorry, wondering why it is all 
over and he has left off being beautiful. It 
hurts to come down to earth again! 
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Now the wreath is unwound and tossed on 
the grass, and little Jean is like anybody else 
once more. Yes, he has left off being beauti- 
ful. But he is still a sturdy young scamp. 
He soon has his whip in hand again and now 
he is hauling his team of six, the six big cart- 
horses of his dreams, out of that rut. Cath- 
erine is still playing with her flowers. But 
some of them are dying. Others are closing 
in sleep. For the flowers go to sleep like the 
animals, and look! the campanulas, plucked 
a few hours ago, are shutting their purple 
bells and sinking asleep in the little hands 
that have parted them from life. 

A light breeze blows by, and Catherine 
shivers. It is night coming. 

“‘I am hungry,” says little Jean. 

But Catherine has not a bit of bread to give 
her little brother. She says: 

“Little brother, let’s go back to the 
house.”’ 

And they both think of the cabbage soup 
steaming in the pot that hangs from the hook 
right under the great chimney. Catherine 
gathers her flowers in her arm and taking her 
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little brother by the hand, she leads him 
homewards. 

The sun sank slowly down to the ruddy 
West. The swallows swooped past the two 
children, almost touching them with their 
wings, that hardly seemed to move. It was 
getting dark. Catherine and Jean pressed 
closer together. 

Catherine dropped her flowers one after 
the other by the way. They could hear, in 
the wide silence, the untiring chirp-chirp 
of the crickets. They were afraid, both of 
them, and they were sad; the melancholy of 
nightfall had entered into their little hearts. 
All round them was familiar ground, but the 
things they knew the best looked strange and 
uncanny. The earth seemed suddenly to 
have grown too big and too old for them. 
They were tired, and they began to think 
they would never reach the house, where 
mother was making the soup for all the 
family. Jean’s whip hung limp and still, 
and Catherine let the last of her flowers slip 
from her tired fingers. She was dragging Jean 
along by the arm, and neither said a word. 
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At last they saw a long way off the roof of 
their house and smoke rising in the darkening 
sky. Then they stopped running, and clap- 
ping their hands together, shouted for joy. 
Catherine kissed her little brother; then 
they set off running again as fast as ever 
their weary legs would carry them. When 
they reached the village, there were women 
coming back from the fields who gave them 
good evening. They breathed again. Their 
mother was on the door-step, in a white cap, 
soup-ladle in hand. 

“Come along, little ones, come along!” 
she called to them. And they threw them- 
selves into her arms. When she reached the 
parlour where the cabbage soup was smoking 
on the table, Catherine shivered again. She 
had seen night come down over the earth. 
Jean, seated on the settle, his chin on a level 
with the table, was already eating his soup. 


THE MARCH PAST 


et ENE, Bernard, Roger, Jacques, 
\ and Etienne feel sure there is 


bat to bea soldier. Francine agrees 
with them and she would love 
to be a boy to join the army. They think 
so because soldiers wear fine uniforms, epau- 
lettes and gold lace, and glittering swords. 
There is yet another reason for putting the 
soldier in the front rank of citizens — because 
he gives his life for his Country. There is 
no true greatness in this world but that of 
sacrifice, and to offer one’s life is the greatest 
of all sacrifices, because it includes all others. 
That is why the hearts of the crowd heat 
high when a regiment goes by. 

René is the General. He wears a cocked 
hat and rides a war-horse. The hat is made 
of paper and the horse isa chair. His army 
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consists of a drummer and four men — of 
whom one isa girl! ‘Shoulder arms! For- 
ward, march!” and the march past begins. 
Francine and Roger look quite imposing 
under arms. True, Jacques does not hold 
his gun very valiantly. He is a melancholy 
lad. But we must not blame him for that; 
dreamers can be just as brave as those who 
never dream at all. His little brother Etienne, 
the tiniest mite in the regiment, looks pen- 
sive. He is ambitious; he would like to be 
a general officer right away, and that makes 
him sad. 

‘Forward! forward!” René shouts the 
order. ‘* We are to fall on the Chinese, who 
are in the dining-room.” ‘The Chinese are 
chairs. When you play at fighting, chairs 
make first-rate Chinese. They fall — and 
what better can the Chinese do? When all 
the chairs are feet in air, René announces: 
“Soldiers, now we have beaten the Chinese, 
we will have our rations.”” The idea is well 
received on all hands. Yes, soldiers must eat. 
This time the Commissariat has furnished the 
best of victuals——buns, maids of honour, 
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coffee cakes and chocolate cakes, red-currant 
syrup. The army falls to with a will. Only 
Etienne will eat nothing. He frowns and 
looks enviously at the sword and cocked hat 
which the General has left on a chair. He 
creeps up, snatches them, and slips into the 
next room. There he stands alone before the 
glass; he puts on the cocked hat and waves 
the sword; he is a general, a general without 
an army, a general all to himself. He tastes 
the pleasures of ambition — pleasures full of 
vague forecastings and long, long hopes. 


DEAD LEAVES 


iA UTUMN is here. The wind 
Re} blowing through the woods 





oes J ey whirls about the dead leaves. 
Te ga {O The chestnuts are stripped bare 
already and lift their black skel- 
eton arms in the air. And now the beeches 
and hornbeams are shedding ¢heir leaves. The 
birches and aspens are turned to trees of gold, 
and only the great oak keeps his coronal 
of green. 

The morning is fresh ; a keen wind is chas- 
ing the clouds across a grey sky and redden- 
ing the youngsters’ fingers. Pierre, Babet, and 
Jeannot are off to collect the dead leaves, the 
leaves that once, when they were still alive, 
were full of dew and songs of birds, and 
which now strew the ground in thousands and 
thousands with their little shrivelled corpses. 
They are dead, but they smell good. They 
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will make a fine litter for Riquette, the goat, 
and Roussette, the cow. Pierre has taken his 
big basket; he is quite a little man. Babet 
has her sack; she is quite a little woman. 
Jeannot comes last trundling the wheelbarrow. 

Down the hill they go at a run. At the 
edge of the wood they find the other village 
children, who are come too to lay in a store 
of dead leaves for the winter. It is not play, 
this; it is work. 

But never think the children are sad, 
because they are at work. Work is serious, 
yes; it is not sad. Very often the little ones 
mimic it in fun, and children’s games, most 
times, are copies of their elders’ workaday 
doings. 

Now they are hard at it. The boys do 
their part in silence. They are peasant lads, 
and will soon be men, and peasants do not 
talk much. But it is different with the little 
peasant girls; their tongues go at a fine pace, 
as they fill the baskets and bags. 

But now the sun is climbing higher and 
warming the country pleasantly. From the 
cottage roofs rise light puffs of smoke. The 
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children know what that means. The smoke 
tells them the pease-soup is cooking in the 
pot. One more armful of dead leaves, and 
the little workers will take the road home. 
It is a stiff climb. Bending under sacks or 
toiling behind barrows, they soon get hot, 
and the sweat comes out in beads. Pierre, 
Babet and Jeannot stop to take breath. 

But the thought of the pease-soup keeps up 
their courage. Puffing and blowing, they 
reach home at last. Their mother is waiting 
for them on the door-step and calls out: 
“Come along, children, the soup is ready.” 

Our little friends find this capital. 
There’s no soup so good as what you have 
worked for. 


SUZANNE 
ra HE Louvre, as you know, is a 
ma museum where beautiful things 
aK ¥ and ancient things are kept safe 
wf —and this is wisely done, for old 
" age and beauty are both alike 
venerable. Among the most touching of the 
antiquities treasured in the Louvre Museum 
is a fragment of marble, worn and cracked in 
many places, but on which can still be clearly 
made out two maidens holding each a flower 
in her hand. Both are beautiful figures; 
they were young when Greece was young. 
They say it was the age of perfect beauty. 
The sculptor who has left us their image 
represents them in profile, offering each ether 
one of those lotus flowers that were deemed 
sacred. In the blue cups of their blossoms 
the world quaffed oblivion of the ills of life. 
Our men of learning have given much thought 
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to these two maidens. They have turned over 
many books to find out about them, big books, 
bound some in parchment, others in vellum, 
and many in pig-skin; but they have never 
fathomed the reason why the two beautiful 
maidens hold up a flower in their hands. 

What they could not discover after so much 
labour and thought, so many arduous days and 
sleepless nights, Mademoiselle Suzanne knew 
in a moment. 

Her papa had taken her to the Louvre, 
where he had business. Mademoiselle Suzanne 
looked wonderingly at the antiques, and seeing 
gods with missing arms and legs and heads, 
she said to herself: “Ah! yes, these are the 
grown-up gentlemen’s dolls; I see now gen- 
tlemen break their dollies the same as little 
girls do.’ But when she came to the two 
maidens who, each of them, hold a flower, she 
threw them a kiss, because they looked so 
charming. Then her father asked her : 

«Why do they give each other a flower?” 

And Suzanne answered at once: 

‘To wish each other a happy birthday.” 

Then, after thinking a moment, she added : 
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“They have the same birthday; they are 
both alike and they are offering each other 
the same flower. Girl friends should always 
have the same birthday.” 

Now Suzanne is far away from the Louvre 
and the old Greek marbles; she is in the king- 
dom of the birds and the flowers. She is 
spending the bright spring days in the mead- 
ows under shelter of the woods. She plays in 
the grass, and that is the sweetest sort of play.’ 
She remembers to-day is her little friend 
Jacqueline’s birthday; and so she is going to 
pick flowers which she will give Jacqueline, 
and kiss her. 


FISHING 


- Na OF EAN set out betimes in the morn- 
$ 0 ing with his sister Jeanne, a 
G) fshing-pole over his shoulder 
f and a basket on his arm. It is 





a holiday time and the school is 
shut; that is why Jean goes off every day 
with his sister Jeanne, a rod over his shoulder 
and a basket on his arm, along the river bank. 
Jean is a Tourainer, and Jeanne a lass of 
Touraine. The river is Tourainer too. It 
runs crystal-clear between silvery sallows un- 
der a moist, mild sky. Morning and evening 
white mists trail over the grass of the water- 
meadows. But Jean and Jeanne love the 
river neither for the greenery of its banks nor 
its clear waters that mirror the heavens. They 
love it for the fish in it. They stop presently 
at the most likely place, and Jeanne sits down 
under a pollard willow. Laying down his 
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baskets, Jean unwinds his tackle. This is 
very primitive—a switch, with a piece of 
thread and a bent pin at the end of it. Jean 
supplied the rod, Jeanne gave the line and 
the hook; so the tackle is the common prop- 
erty of brother and sister. Both want it all 
to themselves, and this simple contrivance, 
only meant to do mischief to the fishes, be- 
comes the cause of domestic broils and a rain 
of blows by the peaceful riverside. Brother 
and sister fight for the free use of the rod and 
line. Jean’s arm is black and blue with 
pinches and Jeanne’s cheek scarlet from her 
brother’s slaps. At last, when they were tired 
of pinching and hitting, Jean and Jeanne con- 
sented to share amicably what neither could 
appropriate by force. They agreed that the 
rod should pass alternately from the brother’s 
hands to the sister’s after each fish they 
caught. 

Jean begins. But there’s no knowing when 
he will end. He does not break the treaty 
openly, but he shirks its consequences by a. 
mean trick. Rather than have to hand over 
the tackle to his sister, he refuses to catch the 
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fish that come, when they nibble the bait and 
set his float bobbing. 

Jean is artful; Jeanne is patient. She has 
been waiting six hours. But at last she seems 
tired of doing nothing. She yawns, stretches, 
lies down in the shade of the willow, and shuts 
her eyes. Jean spies her out of one corner 
of his, and he thinks she is asleep. The float 
dives. He whips out the line, at the end 
of which gleams a flash of silver. A gudgeon 
has taken the pin. 

“Ah! it’s my turn now,” cries a voice 
behind him. 

And Jeanne snatches the rod. 


THE PENALTIES OF GREAT- 
NESS 


Pan) 1 was to go and see their friend 
Jean that Roger, Marcel, Ber- 
Sf | nard, Jacques, and Etienne set 
) Weg out along the broad highroad 
that winds like a handsome yel- 
low riband through the fields and meadows. 
Now they are off. They start all abreast ; 
it is the best way. Only there is one defect 






in the arrangement this time; Etienne is too 
little to keep up. 

He tries hard and puts his best foot fore- 
most. His short legs stretch their widest. 
He swings his arms into the bargain. But 
he is too little; he cannot go as fast as his 
companions. He falls behind because he is 
too small; it is no use. 

The big boys, who are older, should surely 
wait for him, you say, and suit their pace to 


THE PENALTIES OF GREATNESS 221 


his. So they should, but they don’t. For- 
ward! cry the strong ones of this world, and 
they leave the weaklings in the lurch. But 
hear the end of the story. All of a sudden 
our four tall, strong, sturdy friends see some- 
thing jumping on the ground. It jumps be- 
cause it is a frog, and it wants to reach the 
meadow along the roadside. The meadow 
is froggy’s home, and he loves it; he has his 
residence there beside a brook. He jumps, 
and jumps. 

He is a green frog, and he looks like a 
leaf that is alive. Now the lads are in the 
meadow; very soon they feel their feet sink- 
ing in the soft ground where the rank grass 
grows. A few steps more, and they are up 
to their knees in mud. The grass hid a 
swamp underneath. 

They just manage to struggle out. Shoes, 
socks, calves are all as black as ink. The 
fairy of the green field has put gaiters of mire 
on the four bad boys. 

Etienne comes up panting for breath, He 
hardly knows, when he sees them in this 
pickle, if he should be glad or sorry. His 
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simple little heart is filled with a sense of the 
catastrophes that befall the great and strong. 
As for the four muddy urchins, they turn 
back piteously the way they came, for how 
can they, I should like to know, how can 
they go and see their friend Jean with their 
shoes and stockings in this state? When they 
get home again, their mothers will know how 
naughty they have been by the evidence of 
their legs, while little Etienne’s innocence 
will be legible on his sturdy little stumps. 


A CHILD’S DINNER PARTY 






W Ric le 4 HAT fun it is playing at dinner 

Pe act (} parties! You can have a very 

Vi } Vay! plain dinner or a very elaborate 
Vy) 


; 


one, just as you like. You can 
manage it with nothing at all. 
Only you have to pretend a great deal then. 

Thérése and her little sister Pauline have 
asked Pierre and Marthe to a dinner in the 
country. Proper invitations have been issued, 
and they have been talking about it for days. 
Mamma has given her two little girls good 
advice——-and good things to eat, too. There 
will be nougat and sweet cakes, and a choco- 
late cream. The table will be laid in the 
arbour. 

“If only it will be fine!” cries Theérése, 
who is nine now. At her age one knows the 
fondest hopes are often disappointed in this 
world and you cannot always do what you 
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propose. But little Pauline has none of these 
worries. She cannot think it will be wet. It 
will be fine, because she wants it to. 

And lo! the great day has broken clear and 
sunny. Not a cloud in the sky. The two 
guests have come. How fortunate! For this 
was another subject of anxiety for Thérése. 
Marthe had caught a cold, and perhaps she 
would not be better in time. As for little 
Pierre, everybody knows he always misses the 
train. You cannot blame him for it. It is 
his misfortune, not his fault. His mother is 
unpunctual by nature. Everywhere and al- 
ways little Pierre arrives after everybody else; 
he has never in his life seen the beginning of 
anything. This has given him a dull, resigned 
look. 

The dinner is served; ladies and gentlemen, 
take your places! Thérése presides. She is 
thoughtful and serious; the housewifely in- 
stinct is awaking in her bosom. Pierre caryes 
valiantly. Nose in the dish and elbows above 
his head, he struggles to divide the leg of a 
chicken. Why, his feet even take their part 
in the tremendous effort. Mademoiselle 
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Marthe eats elegantly, without any ado or 
any noise, just like a grown-up lady. Pauline 
is not so particular; she eats how she can and 
as much as she can, 

Thérése, now serving her guests, now one 
of them herself, is content; and contentment 
is better than joy. The little dog Gyp has 
come to eat up the scraps, and Thérése thinks, 
as she watches him crunching the bones, that 
dogs know nothing of all the dainty ways that 
make grown-up dinners, and children’s too, so 


refined and delightful. 


THE ARTIST 


ew ICHEL’S father is a painter. 
= The boy has often watched him 
at his easel, and seen wonderful 
pictures of men and animals 
growing on the canvas, where 
earth and sea and sky and all nature appear in 
lifelike colours. He has seen his father lov- 
ingly painting women whose eyes and lips 
seem of flame and dew, women with fair, 
white skins and smiling mouths. When I 
am grown up, thinks little Michel, I shall 
not paint women. I shall paint horses, 
because that is finer. 

Already he tries and tries to draw the finest 
animals he can imagine. But the horses his 
fingers make have this about them — they : are 
not a bit like horses. They are more like 
ostriches on four legs. — painting is very. 
difficult. : 
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Still, Michel makes giant strides, and now 
when you look at his drawings you can 
make out more or less what they are meant 
for. He draws every day. He is painstak- 
ing and loves the work; and those two things 
are the best half of genius. Time will do 
the rest, and perhaps one day Michel will be 
as great a painter as his father. Yesterday 
he covered a sheet of foolscap with a fine 
composition, in which he represented a gentle- 
man, stick in hand, walking by the sea-shore. 
Except that his arm comes out of his chest, 
the gentleman is very well drawn. He has 
four buttons on his coat; what could be more 
perfect? Near him isa tree. In thedistance 
a boat. The gentleman looks as if he were 
going to pick up the boat in his hand and 
wanted to swallow the tree. The perspective 
is not quite right. They criticise the same 
fault in the greatest masters. | 

To-day Michel is finishing a still more 
ambitious design. It contains men, boats, and 
windmills. He puts the finishing touch to 
this great work. He looks at it, and the 
‘boats seem to glide over the water and the 
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chest above her. He could eat her up in 
three mouthfuls; but he knows, he feels a 
virtue is in her, and that, small as she is, she is 
precious. He admires, he loves her. He licks 
her face out of pure affection. Jacqueline loves 
him because he is strong and kind. She has a 
great respect for him. She notices that he knows 
many secrets she does not, and that the mysteri- 
ous genius of the earth isin him. She reveres 
him as men in olden days, under another sky, 
revered rustic, hairy gods of the woods and fields. 

But one day she has a strange surprise that 
alarms, amazes her; she sees her venerated 
divinity, her genius of the earth, her hairy 
god, Miraut, tied by a long leash to a tree, 
beside the well. She gazes and wonders. 
Miraut looks at her out of his honest, patient 
eyes. Not knowing he is a divinity, a shaggy 
god, he wears his chain and collar without re- 
sentment. But Jacqueline hesitates, she dares 
not go nearer. She cannot understand her 
divine and mysterious friend being a prisoner, 
and a vague sadness fills her childish soul. 


THE END 


THE WORKS OF ANATOLE FRANCE 


unexpected aspect.” Still, it is believed that the day has 
come for giving English versions of all his imaginative 
works, as well as of his monumental study JOAN OF 
ARC, which is undoubtedly the most discussed book in the 
world of letters to-day. 

@ MR. JOHN LANE has pleasure in announcing that 
the following volumes are either already published or are 
passing through the press. 


THE RED LILY 

MOTHER OF PEARL 

THE GARDEN OF EPICURUS 

THE CRIME OF SYLVESTRE BONNARD 

BALTHASAR 

THE WELL OF ST. CLARE 

THAIS 

THE WHITE STONE 

PENGUIN ISLAND 

THE MERRIE TALES OF JACQUES TOURNE. 
BROCHE 

JOCASTA AND THE FAMISHED CAT 

THE ELM TREE ON THE MALL 

THE WICKER-WORK WOMAN 

AT THE SIGN OF TilKE QUEEN PEDAVLOQUE 

THE OPINIONS OF TEROME COILGNARD 

MY FRIEND'S BOOK 

THE ASPIRATIONS OF JEAN SERVIEN 

JOAN OF ARC (2 vols.) 


@ All the books will be published at 6/- each with the 
exception of JOAN OF ARC, which will be 25/- net 
the two volumes, with eight Illustrations, 

@ The format of the volumes leaves little to be desired. 
The size is Demy 8vo (9 x 53), and they are printed from 
Caslon type upon a paper light in weight and strong of 
texture, with a cover design in crimson and gold, a gilt top, 
end-papers from designs by Aubrey Beardsley and iffitials by 
Henry Ospovat. In short, these are volumes for the biblio- 
phile as well as the lover of fiction, and form perhaps the 
cheapest library edition of copyright novels ever published, 
for the price is only that of an ordinary novel. 

@ The translation of these books has been entrusted to 
such competent French scholars as MR. ALFRED ALLINSON, 
MR. FREDERIC CHAPMAN. MR. ROBERT B, DOUGLAS, 
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MR. A. W. EVANS, MRS, FARLEY, MR. LAFCADIO HEARN, 
MRS. W. 8. JACKSON, MRS. JOHN LANE, MRS. NEWMARCH, 
MR. C. B. ROCHE, MISS WINIFRED STEPHENS, and MISS 
M. P. WILLCOCKS. 

@ As Anatole Thibault, dit Anatole France, is to most 
English readers merely a name, it will be well to state that 
he was born in 1844 in the picturesque and inspiring 
surroundings of an old bookshop on the Quai Voltaire, 
Paris, kept by his father, Monsieur Thibault, an authority on 
eighteenth-century history, from whom the boy caught the 
passion for the principles of the Revolution, while from his 
mother he was learning to love the ascetic ideals chronicled 
in the Lives of the Saints. He was schooled with the lovers 
of old books, missals and manuscripts ; he matriculated on the 
Quais with the old Jewish dealers of curios and objets @art ; 
he graduated in the great university of life and experience. 
It will be recognised that all his work is permeated by his 
youthful impressions ; he is, in fact, a virtuoso at large. 

@ He has written about thirty volumes of fiction. His 
first novel was JOCASTA &% THE FAMISHED CAT 
(1879). THE CRIME OF SYLVESTRE BONNARD 
appeared in 1881, and had the distinction of being crowned 
by the French Academy, into which he was received in 1896. 

@ His work is illuminated with style, scholarship, and 
psychology ; but its outstanding features are the lambent wit, 
the gay mockery, the genial irony with which he touches every 
subject he treats. But the wit is never malicious, the mockery 
never derisive, the irony never barbed. ‘To quote from his own 
GARDEN OF EPICURUS: “ Irony and Pity are both of 
good counsel ; the first with her smiles makes life agreeable, 
the other sanctifies it to us with her tears. The Irony I 
invoke is no cruel deity. She mocks neither love nor 
beauty. She is gentle and kindly disposed. Her mirth 
disarms anger and it is she teaches us to ae, i at rogues and 
fools wileom but for her we might be so weak as to hate.” 

@ Often he shows how divine humanity triumphs over 
mere asceticism, and with entire reverence; indeed, he 
might be described as an ascetic overflowing with humanity, 
just as he has been termed a “pagan, but a pagan 
constantly haunted by the pre-occupation of Christ.” 
He is in turn—like his own Choulette in THE RED 
LILY—saintly and Rabelaisian, yet without incongruity. 
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' At all times he is the unrelenting foe of superstition and 
hypocrisy. Of himself he once modestly said : ‘ You will find 
in my writings perfect sincerity (lying demands a talent I do 
not possess), much indulgence, and some natural affection for 
the beautiful and good.” 

@ The mere extent of an author’s popularity is perhaps a 
poor argument, yet it is significant that two books by this 
author are in their HUNDRED AND TENTH THOU- 
SAND, and numbersof them well intotheir SEVENTIETH 
THOUSAND, whilst the one which a Frenchman recently 
described as “ Monsieur France’s most arid book ”’ is in its 
FIFTY-EIGHTH THOUSAND. 

@ Inasmuch as M. FRANCE’S ONLY contribution to 
an English periodical appeared in THE YELLOW BOOK, 
vol. v., April 1895, together with the first important English 
appreciation of his work from the pen of the Hon. Maurice 
Baring, it is peculiarly appropriate that the English edition 
of his works should be issued from the Bodley Head. 
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By FREDERIC CHAPMAN 


A QUEEN OF INDISCRETIONS: THE 


TRAGEDY OF CAROLINE OF BRUNSWICK, QUEEN 
OF ENGLAND. Translated from the Italian of G. P. 
Clerici by FREDERIC CHAPMAN. With numerous IIlustrations 
reproduced from Contemporary Portraits, Prints, &c. Demy 
8vo. Price One Guinea net. 


Guardian.—“ There is a great deal that is new and still more that is in- 
teresting in ‘A Queen of Indiscretions,’ which may fairly be described as the 
joint production of Mr. Frederic Chapman and Signor Graziano Clerici. ... 

r, Chapman’s introduction is excellent reading.” 

Scotsman.—‘*‘ Mr. Chapman furnishes the Italian work with a long introduction 
not less interesting or instructive than Professor Clerici’s own study, yet 
tending, nevertheless, to support a conviction of the Queen’s innocence.’ 

Globe.—‘‘ Mr. Frederie Chapman has performed admirably his duty as a 
translator.” 

Datly cba: dear Mr. Chapman contributes an uncommonly full and well- 
informed introduction to supplement and explain the Italian original.” 

Morning Post.—* Professor Clerici’s book and Mr. Chapman's introduction 
will stand as the most complete inquiry into Caroline’s affairs that has yet 
been published.’’ 


ARCHITECTURAL REMAINS OF RICH- 
MOND, TWICKENHAM, KEW, PETERSHAM AND 
MORTLAKE. By FREDERIC CHAPMAN. With Twenty- 
four Full-page Lithographs by Thomas R. Way. Demy 4to. 
Price One Guinea net. 


Studio.—“‘ Were it not that Mr. Chapman’s lit contribution is so well 
written and full of interesting information, we should be tempted to cut out 
for framiug purposes two or three of the drawings; but, under existing con- 
ditions, to spoil the book would be little short of sacrilege.”’ 

Standard.—‘“‘It isa delightful volume ... Mr. Chapman’s notes are well 
done and full of interest.””_. 

Daily Chronicle.—“ The book is one that all lovers of old London and its 
suburbs should possess. The historical facts and innumerable associations, 
literary and otherwise, that add so much to the attraction of these old places, 
ae carefully and briefly given in the accompanying notes by Mr. Frederic 

pman. 


ANCIENT ROYAL PALACES IN AND 


NEAR LONDON. By FREDERIC CHAPMAN. With 
Twenty-four Lithographs by Thomas R. Way. Demy $8vo. 
Price One Guinea net. 


Studéo.—“ Not the least valuable portion of the book is the text by Mr. 
Chapman. Ali available sources of information seem to have been most care- 
fully examined by the writer. and he has so condensed his information as to 
make his work eminently readable and instructive.” 

AfMenaum.—" A word of praise may be given to Mr. Chapman's notes, which 
are adequate and to the point.” 

Manchester Guardian.—" A great mass of historical material bas been pre- 
served, and Mr. Chapman is to be commended for the skill and judgment with 
which he has drawn upon it for his notes.” 








By M. P. WILLCOCKS 


A MAN OF GENIUS. By M. P. 
Wi.itcockxs. Crown 8vo. 6s. 


Daily Telegraph.—“' ‘ Widdicombe ’ was good and ‘ The Wingless Victory ° was 
perhaps better, but in ‘A Man of Genius’ the author has given us somethin 
that should assure her place in the front rank of our living novelists. It 
should be one of the most popular books of the year.” 

James Dougias in the Star.—‘‘A Man of Genius” is even finer than ‘The 
Wingless Victory.’ ” 

Guardian.—“' There can be no question of the power and originality of Miss 
Willcocks’ latest novel. All the parts have been skilfully ficccacopri there is 
none of that painful isolation of chapters and episodes which is characteristic of 
unskilled literary work—the story flows smoothly and inevitably on to its 
appointed close, The achievement is admirably artistic.” 

Pall Mall Gasette.—‘‘‘ A Man of Genius’ is a surprise no less than a pleasure, 
seeing how far she had won already. It is not merely that her grasp is firmer 
and her insight keener, but she achieves her purpose more clearly and more 
thoroughly than in her previous books.” 

Standard.—‘' Miss Willcocks has produced another wonderful novel.” 





THE WINGLESS VICTORY. A Novel by 
M. P. WriicocKxs. Crown 8vo. 6s. 


The Times,—‘‘Such books are worth keeping on the shelves, even by the 
classics, for they are printed in colours that do not fade.” 

The Daly Matl.—-“* The Wingless Victory’ stands out as something quite 
outof the common, In its grasp of character and circumstance, in its rare 
wisdom, and above all in its unerring instinct into the deep springs of human 
action, it is a remarkable achievement which entitles its author toa place in 
the first rank of contemporary novelists. This is high praise, but we venture 
to prophesy that it will be endorsed by critics and readers alike.”’ 

The Daily Express.—‘‘It is a drama of the human heart di ed by its 
deep analytical er, its insight into human nature, its beauty of expression, 
and its con and humanly logical advance to an intensively human 

imax.” 

The Standard.—“ Really a book of remarkable strength and glow and 


insight.” 


WIDDICOMBE. A Novel by M. P, 
Wiiicocks. Crown 8vo. 6s. 


Literary World.—* A notable achievement . . « literary charm is to be found 
in a degree by no means common in ‘ Widdicombe.’ . . . Those who can ap- 
preciate close communings with Nature, skilful dissection of human emotions, 
= word-painting by a real artist, will thank us for drawing their attention to 


Daity T h.—" Scareely anything but ean be given to this forceful 
Sone, Sony pace ot which theaght aud utsod eee onationsdl Sayan'y 
noo ebaracters live and move forus... There are real ebings ta the 

Evening Standard.—“ Wonderfully alive, and pulsating with a curious 
fervour... There are some striking studies of Baca fine, rather 
unusual novel.” 


By MRS. JOHN LANE 


THE CHAMPAGNE STANDARD. By 


Mrs, JOHN Lang. Crown 8vo. 6s. Fourth Edition. 


Morning Post.—“‘The author's champagne overflows with witty sayings too 
numerous to cite.” 


Academy.—" Mrs. Lane may congratulate herself on having that blessed 
sense of humour which is one of the most valuable possessions in life.” 

Pall Mali Gasette.—“ Mrs. Lane’s papers on our social manners and foibles 
are the most entertaining, the kindest, and the truest that have been offered 
us fora long time . . . The book shows an airy philosophy that will render it 
of service to the social student.” 

Athnaum.—“ Mrs. Lane treats each subject with such freshness and 
originality that the work is as entertaining as it is suggestive.” 


KITWYK. By Mrs. Joun Lane. With 


numerous Illustrations by Albert Sterner, Howard Pyle, and 
George Wharton Edwards. Crown 8vo. 6s. 


Times.—" Mrs. Lane has succeeded to admiration, and chiefly by reason of 
being so much interested in her theme herself that she makes no conscious effort 
to please, She just tells her tales with no more artifice than one might use in 
narrative by word of mouth, and she keeps the reader's interest as keenly alive 
as if he were really listening to an snuene story of what had once actually 
happened. Every one who secks to be diverted will read ‘Kitwyk’ for its 
obvious qualities of entertainment." 


Daily Telegraph.—‘ Dip where one will into her sparkling pages, one is certain 


to find entertainment, and the charm is much assisted by the delightful 
illustrations.” 
World.—‘‘‘ Kitwyk’ is destined to be in fiction what an old Dutch master 
 orphsag is in painting—a work at once typical of kind, unique of entity. The 
ign of this charming book is original. All the people are alive in the not 
wonderful but strangely engrossing story, which is so eomical and pathetic, so 
apa and ‘racy of the soil,” so widein sympathy, se narrow of stage. All the 
wings are excellent.” 


Standard.—“ Ve charming Admirers will say, not without reason, that 
*Kitwyk’ recalls ‘ Cranford.’ ’ " z 


PETERKINS: the Story of a Dog. Trans- 


lated from the German of Ossip Schubin by Mrs, JoHN LANE. 
With numerous Drawings by Cottington Taylor. Crown 8vo. 
3s. 6d. 


Bystander.“ A delicious story . . . full of genuine humour and character.” 


Daily Telegraph.—“ A very pleasing dog . . . a most moving tale . . . Mrs, 

Lane has ae the history of his adventures into charming English ... not 

= io of the book’s attractions are the delightful drawings of Cottington 
aylor.’ 


Saturday Review.—‘ Charmingly told .. . Mrs. Lane’s excellent translation 
bale = are sure, have as great a success as its German original, and will delight 
og lovers,”’ 


By ROSA NEWMARCH 


THE LIFE OF PETER ILICH TCHAI- 


KOVSKY (1840-1893), by his brother, Modeste Tchaikovsky, 
Edited and Abridged from the Russian and German Editions by 
RosA NEWMARCH, with numerous I]lustrations and Facsimiles, 
and an Introduction by the Editor. Demy 8vo. Price 21s. net. 


Standard.—“ Mrs Newmarch’s valuable addition to Tchaikovsky literature 
may be unreservedly commended to the attention of student and expert, while 
by her clear style and excellent English the needs of the music lover, to whom 
the colour, the sincere emotion, and strong human element of Tchaikovsky's 
music will make a very strong appeal, are met.” 


Globe.—‘‘ Not only copious biographical matter, but an extraordinarily vivid 
portrait of a highly emotional and sensitive personality.” 


Times.—“ A most illuminating commentary on Tchaikovsky’s music.” 


World.—"* One of the most fascinating self-revelations by an artist which has 
ro elven § to the world. The translation is excellent, and worth reading for 
ts own sake.” 


Westminster Gaxstte.——" It is no exaggeration to describe the work as one of 
singular fascination.” 


Mr, Ernest Newman in Manchester Guardian.—“ For the present large and 
handsome volume we have nothing but praise . . . for Mrs, Newmarch’s trans- 
lation no praise can be too high.” 


Truth.—‘ Ali music lovers may be heartily recommended to get the book and 
read it for themselves.”’ 


Morning Post.—“ This delightful volume is sure to be read with avidity by the 
many admirers of the Russian master in this country, who will doubtless feel 
that they owe a debt of gratitude to the composer's brother for a work of deep 
and abiding interest, and to Mrs. Newmarch for the admirable manner in which 
_ pee eerie the difficult task of editing and preparing the book for 

ngland,” 


POETRY AND PROGRESS IN RUSSIA. 


Demy 8vo. Price 7s. 6d. net. 


Standard.——' Distinctly a book that should be read . 4 . pleasantly written 
and well inf si 





SONGS TO A SINGER AND OTHER 
POEMS. Crown 8vo. 5s. net. 


Mr. James Douglas in The Throne: ‘’ Mrs. Newmaroh, to the casual reader, 
reveals naught. To the attentive listener she whispers a gg tragedy. Her 
temper is rare. She is one of those who see life through the veil of music, and 
music through the veil of life.” 

t: 





Lonpon: JOHN LANE, Tux Bopiey Heap, Vico Street, W. 
New YORK: JOHN LANE COMPANY, rro-sx4 West 3anp Sr, 


NOTICE 


Those who possess old letters, documents, corre- 
spondence, MSS., scraps of autobiography, and also 
miniatures and portraits, relating to persons and 
matters historical, literary, political and social, should 
communicate with Mr. ‘fobn Lane, The Bodley 
Head, Vigo Street, London, W., who will at all 
times be pleased to pre bis advice and assistance, 
either as to their preservation or publication. 


LIVING MASTERS OF MUSIC 


An Illustrated Series of Monographs dealing with 
Contemporary Musical Life, and including Repre- 
sentatives of all Branches of the Art. Edited by 
Rosa Newmarcn. Crown 8vo, Cloth. 2s, 6d, net 
each volume. 

HENRY J. WOOD. By Rosa Newmarcn. 

SIR EDWARD ELGAR, By R. J. Bucecey. 

JOSEPH JOACHIM. By J. A. Fuccer Marrranp, 

EDWARD MACDOWELL. By L. Gitman. 

EDVARD GRIEG. By H. T, Finck. 

THEODOR LESCHETIZKY,. By A. Hurran. 

GIACOMO PUCCINI. By Waxztine Dry. 

ALFRED BRUNEAU, By Arrnur Hervey, 

IGNAZ PADEREWSKI. By E. A, Baucnan. 

RICHARD STRAUSS, By A. Kauiscn. 

CLAUDE DEBUSSY. By Franz Liesicn. 


STARS OF THE STAGE 


A Series of Illustrated Biographies of the Leading 
Actors, Actresses, and Dramatists, Edited by J. T. 
Grazin, Crown 8vo. 2s. 6d, each net. 


*," lt was Schiller who said: ‘‘ Twine no wreath for the 
actor, since his work is oral and ephemeral.” ‘Stars of the 
Stage” may in some degree remove this reproach. There are 
hundreds of thousands bf daxgpeers, and both editor and publisher 
thinh tt reasonabie to assume that a considerable number of these 
would lithe to know something about actors, actresses, and 
dramatists, whose work they nightly applaud. Each volume 
will be carefully illustrated, and as far as text, printing, and 
pager are concerned will be a notable book. Great care has been 
taken in selecting the biographers, who in most cases have 
already accumulated much appropriate material, 


First Volumes, 
ELLEN TERRY. By Curisroruzr St. Joun, 
HERBERT BEERBOHM TREE. By Mrs, Gronce Cran, 
W.S. GILBERT. By Epirn A. Browne, 
CHAS. WYNDHAM. By Frorence Tzicnmoutnu Suorz, 
GEORGE BERNARD SHAW, By G. K. Cuzsterton. ¢ 


A CATALOGUE OF 
MEMOIRS, BIOGRAPHIES, ETC. 


WORKS UPON NAPOLEON 


NAPOLEON c& THE INVASION OF ENGLAND: 
The Story of the Great Terror, 1797-1805. By H. F. B. 
Wueerer and A. M. Broapiey. With upwards of 100 Full- 
page Illustrations reproduced from Contemporary Portraits, Prints, 
etc.; eight in Colour. Two Volumes. 32s. net. 


Oxtlook.—‘* The book is not merely one to be ordered from the library; it should be 
purchase: ope on an accessible shelf, and constantly studied by all Englishmen who 
ove England. 


DUMOURIEZ AND THE DEFENCE OF 
ENGLAND AGAINST NAPOLEON. By J. Hoxzanp 
Rosz, Litt.D. (Cantab.), Author of “The Life of Napoleon,’’ 
and A. M. Broaptey, joint-author of ‘* Napoleon and the Invasion 
of England,” Illustrated with numerous Portraits, Maps, and 
Facsimiles. Demy 8vo. 215. net. 


THE FALL OF NAPOLEON. ~ By Oscar 
Browninc,M.a., Author of “The Boyhood and Youth of Napoleon.” 
With numerous Full-page Illustrations. Demy 8vo (9 x 5 inches). 
125. 6d. net. 


Spectator.— Without doubt Mr. Oscar Browning has produced a book which should have 
its place in any library of Napoleonic literature.” 
A.—‘* Mr. Oscar Browning has made not the least, but the most of the romantic 
liar Material at his command for the story of the fall of the greatest figure in history.” 


THE BOYHOOD & YOUTH OF NAPOLEON, 


1769-1793. Some Chapters on the early life of Bonaparte. 
By Oscar Browninc, M.a. With numerous Illustrations, Por- 
traits, etc. Crown 8vo. 55, net, 

Daily Ne@s.—“ Mr. Browning has with patience, labour, careful study, and excellent taste 


pres us a very valuable work, which will add materially to the literature on this most 
ascinating of human personalities.” 


THE LOVE AFFAIRS OF NAPOLEON. By 

Joszen T'urquan. Translated from the French by James L. May. 

| ert Full-page Illustrations. Demy 8vo (9 x 5§$ inches). 
125, Od. net. 


4 A CATALOGUE OF 


THE DUKE OF REICHSTADT (NAPOLEON II.) 
By Epwarp bE WeErTHEmMER. ‘Translated from the German. 


ith numerous Illustrations. Demy 8vo. 21s, net. (Second 

Edition.) 

Times.—‘‘ A most careful and interesting work which presents the first complete and 
authoritative account of the life of this unfortunate Prince.” 


Westminster Gasette.—“ This book, admirably produced, reinforced by many additional 
tacks is a solid contribution to history and a monument of patient, well-applied 
research, 


NAPOLEON’S CONQUEST OF PRUSSIA, 1806. 
By F. Lorame Perret. With an Introduction by Fiexp- 
MarsHat Eart Ronerts, V.C., K.G., etc. With Maps, Battle 
Plans, Portraits, and 16 Full-page Illustrations, Demy 8vo 
(9 x §$ inches). 125. 6d. net. 


Scotsman.— Neither too concise, nor too diffuse, the book is eminently readable. It is the 
best work in English on a somewhat circumscribed subject.” 


Oxtlook.—‘‘ Mr. Petre has visited the battlefields and read everything, and his monograph is 
a model of what military history, handled with enthusiasm and literary ability, can be.” 


NAPOLEON’S CAMPAIGN IN POLAND, 1806- 


1807, A Military History of Napoleon’s First War with Russia, 
verified from unpublished official documents. By F. Loraine 
Petre. With 16 Full-page Illustrations, Maps, and Plans. New 
Edition. Demy 8vo (9 x 5$inches). 125. 6d. net. 


A a and Navy Chronicle.—‘‘We welcome a second edition of this valuable work. . . . 
r. Loraine Petre is an authority on the wars of the great Napoleon, and has brought 
the greatest care and energy into his studies of the subject.” 


NAPOLEON AND THE ARCHDUKE 
CHARLES. A History of the Franco-Austrian Campaign in 
the Valley of the Danube in 1809. By F. Lorame Perreg, 
With 8 Illustrations and 6 sheets of Maps and Plans. Demy 8vo 
(9 x 5% inches), 125. 6d. net. 


RALPH HEATHCOTE. Letters of a Diplomatist 


During the Time of Napoleon, Giving an Account of the Dispute 
between the Emperor and the Elector of Hesse. By Counress 
Gunter Grisen. With Numerous Illustrations. Deny 8vo 
(9 x 5% inches). 125. 6d. net. 


*.* Ralph Heathcote, the son ofan Euglish sather and an Alsatian mother, wat Sor 
some time in the Baglish diplomatic service as first secretary to Mr, Brook Tayler, minister 
at the Court of Hesse, and on one occasion found himecif very near to making history. 
Napoleon became persuaded thal Taylor was implicated in @ plot to procure hit assassina- 
tion, and insisted on his dismdistal from the Hessian Court. As Tayler te be 
dismissed, the incisent at one time stemed likely to resuit to the Elector in the loss of hist 
throne. Heathcote came inte contact with a number of notable people, including the Miss 
Berrys, with whom he assures his mother he ts not in love. On the whole, there is much 
interesting material for lovers of old Letters and journals. 
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MEMOIRS OF THE COUNT DE CARTRIE. 


A. record of the extraordinary events in the life of a French 
Royalist during the war in La Vendée, and of his flight to South- 
ampton, where he followed the humble occupation of gardener. 
With an introduction by Friptric Masson, Appendices and Notes 
by Pierre Ametpée Picuor, and other hands, and numerous Illustra- 
tions, including a Photogravure Portrait of the Author. Demy 8vo. 
125. 6d. net. 

eee ee aa We have seldom met with a human document which has interested us so 


THE JOURNAL OF JOHN MAYNE DURING 
A TOUR ON THE CONTINENT UPON ITS RE- 
OPENING AFTER THE FALL OF NAPOLEON, 1814. 
Edited by his Grandson, Joun Mayne Coutzs. With 16 
Illustrations. Demy 8vo (9 x 5% inches). 125. 6¢. net. 


WOMEN OF THE SECOND EMPIRE. 
Chronicles of the Court of Napoleon III. By Frepéric Louie. 
With an introduction by RicHagp Wuireinc and 53 full-page 
Illustrations, 3 in Photogravure. Demy 8vo. 215. net. 


Standard,—‘'M. Frédéric Loli¢ée has written a remarkable book, vivid and pitiless in its 
description of the intrigue and dare-devil spirit which flourished unchecked at the French 
Court, ... Mr. Richard Whiteing’s introduction is written with restraint and dignity.’ 


LOUIS NAPOLEON AND THE GENESIS OF 
THE SECOND EMPIRE. By F. H. Cueernam. With 
Numerous Illustrations. Demy 8vo (9 x 5# inches). 165. net. 


MEMOIRS OF MADEMOISELLE DES 
ECHEROLLES. Translated from the French by Mantz 
Crornitpe Batrour. With an Introduction by G. K. Forrescus, 
Portraits, etc. 55. net. 


Liverpool Mercury.—', . . this absorbing book. . 
historical wala a 


idiom, 


JANY AUSTEN’S SAILOR BROTHERS. Being 
the life and Adventures of Sir Francis Austen, c.c.s., Admiral of 
the Fleet, and Rear-Admiral Charles Austen. By J. H. and E.C. 
Hussacx. With numerous Illustrations. Demy 8vo. 125. 6d. net. 


Morning Post.—". . . May be welcomed as an important addition to Austeniana . . .; 
it is besides valuable for its glimpses of life in the Navy, its illustrations of the feelin 
and sentiments of naval officers during the period that preceded and that whic 
fellowed the great battle of just one century ago, the battle which won so much but 
which cost us—Nelson.” 


‘ . . The work has a very decided 
The translation is excellent, and quite notable in the preservation of 


6 A CATALOGUE OF 


SOME WOMEN LOVING AND LUCKLESS. 
By Tzopor pe Wyzewa. ‘Translated from the French by C. H. 
Jerrreson, m.a. With Numerous Illustrations. Demy 8vo 
(9 x 5% inches). 75. 6d. net. 


POETRY AND PROGRESS IN RUSSIA. By 


Rosa Newmarcw. With 6 full-page Portraits. Demy 8vo. 
75. 6d. net. 

a ey a book that should be read. . . pleasantly written and well 
iniormed. 


GIOVANNI BOCCACCIO: A BIOGRAPHICAL 
STUDY. By Epwarp Hurron. With a Photogravure Frontis- 
piece and numerous other Illustrations. Demy 8vo (9 x 54 
inches), 16s, net. 


THE LIFE OF PETER ILICH TCHAIKOVSKY 


(1840-1893). By his Brother, Mopeste Tcnaixovsxy. Edited 
and abridged from the Russian and German Editions by Rosa 
Newmarcu. With Numerous Illustrations and Facsimiles and an 
Introduction by the Editor. Demy 8vo. 75. 6¢. net. Second 
edition. 

The Times.— A most illuminating comm on i empty music.” 

Worild.—‘ One of the most fascinating self-revelations by an artist which has been given to 
the world. The translation is excellent, and worth reading for its own sake." 

Contemporary Review.—‘' The book's appeal is, of course, primarily to the music-lover ; but 
there is so mach of human and literary interest in it, such intimate revelation of a 
singularly interesting personality, that many who have never come under the spell of 
the Pathetic Symphony will be strongly attracted by what is virtually the spiritual 
autobiography of its composer. ee is due to the translator and editor for the 
i skill with which she has prepared the English version of this fascinating work. . . 
There have been few collections of letters published within recent years that give so 
vivid 2 portrait of the writer as that presented to us in these pages.” 


COKE OF NORFOLK AND HIS FRIENDS: 
The Life of Thomas William Coke, First Earl of Leicester of 
the second creation, containing an account of his Ancestry, 
Surroundings, Public Services, and Private Friendships, and 
including many Unpublished Letters from Noted Men of his day, 
English and American. By A. M. W. Sriaunc. With 20 
Photogravure and upwards of 40 other Illustrations reproduced 
from Contemporary Portraits, Prints, etc. Demy 8vo. ,2 vols. 
325. net. 

The Times.—“ We thank Mz, Stirling for one of the most interesting memoirs of recent 

Dal eae Meme et ln tg ms 

our eyes with the vividness of breathing existence the life of our English ancestors 


before 
of the eighteenth century.” 
Pail Mail stile." A work of no common interest; in fact, a work which may almost be 


called unique. . 
Bening Standard.—" One of the most interesting biographies we have read for years. 





THE LIFE OF SIR HALLIDAY MACART- 
NEY, K.C.M.G., Commander of Li Hung Chang’s trained 
force in the Taeping Rebellion, founder of the first Chinese 
Arsenal, Secretary to the first Chinese Embassy to Europe. 
Secretary and Councillor to the Chinese Legation in London for 
thirty years. By Demetrius C. Bourcer, Author of the 
“‘ Flistory of China,” the “Life of Gordon,” etc. With Illus- 
trations. Demy 8vo. Price 215. net. 
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Daily Graphic.—“ It is safe to say that few readers will be able to put down the book with- 
out feeling the better for having read it... not only full of personal interest, but 
tells us much that we never knew before on some not unimportant details.” 


DEVONSHIRE CHARACTERS AND-STRANGE 
EVENTS. By S. Barinc-Goutp, m.a., Author of “ Yorkshire 
Oddities,” etc. With 58 Illustrations. Demy 8vo. 215. net. 

Datly News.—“ A fascinating series . . . the whole book is rich in human interest. It is 


by personal touches, drawn from traditions and memories, that the dead men surrounded 
by the curious panoply of their time, are made to live again in Mr. Baring-Gould's pages.” 


CORNISH CHARACTERS AND STRANGE 
EVENTS. By S. Barinc-Goutp. Demy 8vo. 21s. net. 


THE HEART OF GAMBETTA. Translated 


from the French of Francis Laur by Vioretre Montacu. 
With an Introduction by Jonn Macponatp, Portraits and other 
Illustrations. Demy 8vo. 75. 6d. net. 

Daily Telegraph.—“lt is Gambetta pouring ‘out his soul to Léonie Leon, the strange, 


passionate, masterful demagogue, who wielded the most persuasive oratory of modern 
times, acknowledging his idol, his inspiration, his Egeria.” 


THE MEMOIRS OF ANN, LADY FANSHAWE. 
Written by Lady Fanshawe. With Extracts from the Correspon- 
dAice of Sir Richard Fanshawe. Edited by H. C. Fansuawe. 
With 38 Full-page Lilustrations, including four in Photogravure 
and one in Colour. Demy 8vo. 16s. net. 

*," This Edition has been printed direct from the original manuscrigt in the possession 
of the Fanshawe Family, and Mr. H. C. Fanshawe contributes aumerous notes which 


Sorm a running commentary on the text. Many famous pictures ave reproduced, includ- 
ing paintings by Velasgues and Van Dyck. : 
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THE LIFE OF JOAN OF ARC. By Anarotz 


Francr, A Translation by Wiurrep Srepuens, With 8 Tlus- 
trations. Demy 8vo (9 x 57 inches). 2 vols. Price 255. net. 





THE DAUGHTER OF LOUIS XVI. Marie- 
Thérése-Charlotte of France, Duchesse D’Angouléme. By. G. 
Lenotre. With 13 Full-page Illustrations. Demy 8vo. Price 
105, 6d. net. 


WITS, BEAUX, AND BEAUTIES OF THE 
GEORGIAN ERA. By Joun Frviz, author of “Some Famous 
Women of Wit and Beauty,” “ Comedy Queens of the Georgian 
Era,” etc. With a Photogravure Portrait and numerous other 
Illustrations, Demy 8vo (9 x 5} inches). 125, 6d. net. 


LADIES FAIR AND FRAIL. Sketches of the 
Demi-monde during the Eighteenth Century. By Horace 
Bugackiey, author of “The Story of a Beautiful Duchess.” 
With 1 Photogravure and 15 other Portraits reproduced from 

, contemporary sources. Demy 8vo (9 x §4 inches). 125. 6d. net. 


MADAME DE MAINTENON: Her Life and 
Times, 1635-1719. By C. C. Dyson. With 1 Photogravure 
Plate and 16 other Illustrations. Demy 8vo (9 x 5% inches). 
125, 6d. net. 


DR. JOHNSON AND MRS. THRALE. By 
A. M. Broaptey. With an Introductory Chapter by THomas 
Seccomsz. With 24 Illustrations from rare originals, including 
a reproduction in colours of the Fellowes Miniature of Mrs. 
Piozzi by Roche, and a Photogravure of Harding’s sepia drawing 
of Dr. Johnson. Demy 8vo (9 x 5} inches). 125. 6d. neto 


THE DAYS OF THE DIRECTOIRE. By 
Aurrep Atumson, M.A, With 48 Full-page Illustrations, 
including many illustrating the dress of the time. Demy 8vo 
(9x §# inches), 16s. net. 
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HUBERT AND JOHN VAN EYCK: Their Life 
and Work. By W.H. James Weare. With 41 Photogravure 
and 95 Black and White Reproductions. Royal 4to. £5 55. net. 


Sir Martin Conway's Nore. 

Nearly half a century has passed since Mr. W. H. James Weale, then resident at 
Bruges, began that series of patient investigations into the history ef Netherlandish 
art which was destined to earn so rich a harvest, When he began work Memliac was 
stil called Hemling, and was fabled to have arrived at Bruges as a wounded soldier, 
The van Eychks were little more than legendary heroes. Roger Van der Weyden was little 
more than a name. Most of the ether great Netherlandish artists were either wholly 
‘orgotien or named only in connection with paintings with which they had nothing to do. 
Mr. Weale discovered Gerard David, and disentangled his principal works from Mem. 
finc's, with which they were then confused. 


VINCENZO FOPPA OF BRESCIA, Founprr or 


THE Lomsarp ScHoor, His Lire anp Worx. By ConsrTance 
Jocetyn Froutxes and Monsicnor Ropotro Mayjoccxi, D.D., 
Rector of the Collegio Borromeo, Pavia. Based on research in the 
Archives of Milan, Pavia, Brescia, and Genoa, and on the study 
of all his known works. With over -100 Illustrations, many in 
Photogravure, and 100 Documents. Royal 4to. £3. 115. 6d, net. 


*," No camplete Life of Vincenso Foppa has ever been written: an omission which 
seems almost inexplicable in these days of Aah ipsa ig in the matter of bio- 
bvraphies of painters, and of subjects relating to the art of Italy. The object of the 
authors of this book has been to present a true Spal of the master's life based 
upon the testimony of records in Italian archives. The authors have unearthed a large 
amount of new material relating to Foppa, one of the most interesting facts brought te 
tight being that he lived for twenty-three years longer than was formerly supposed. The 
tliustrations will include several pictures by Foppa hitherte unknown in the history of art. 


MEMOIRS OF THE DUKES OF URBINO. 


Illustrating the Arms, Art and Literature of Italy from 1440 to 
1630. By James Dennistoun of Dennistoun. A New Edition 
edited by Epwarp Hutton, with upwards of 100 Illustrations. 
Demy 8vo. 3 vols. 425. net. 


*," For many years this great book has been out @, foe although tt still remains the 
chief authority upon the Duchy of Urbino from the beginning of the fifteenth century. 
Mr, Hutton has carefully edited the whole work, leaving the text substantially the same, 
but adding a large number of new notes, comments and references. Wherever possible 
the reader is directed to original sources. Every sort of work has been iaid us 

contribution to illustrate the text, and bibliographies have been supplied on many subjects. 
Besides these notes the book acquires a new value on account of the mass of illustrations 
which it now contains, thus adding a pictorial comment te an historical and critical one. 


THE PHILOSOPHY OF LONG LIFE. By 


Jean Finot. A Translation by Harry Roserts. Demy 8vo. 
(9 % 52 inches). 7s. 6d. net. 


*," This is a translation of a book which has attained to the position of a classic. It 
has already been transiated into almost every age, and has, in France, gone into four- 
teen editions in the course of a few years. The book is an exhaustive one, and although 

on science and philosophy it is in no sense abstruse or remote from general interest. 
It deals with Life as emboditd not only in man and in the animal and vegetable worlds, but 
in all that world of (as the author holds) misnamed “ inanimate" nature as well. 
For M. Finot argues that ail things have life and consciousness, and that « selidarity 
exvsts which brings together ail beings and so-calied things. He sets himself te work te 
_ shew that life, in its philosophic conception, ts an elemental force, and durable as nature 
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MEMOIRS OF THE MARTYR KING: being a 


detailed record of the last two years of the Reign of His Most 
Sacred Majesty King Charles the First, 1646-1648-9. Com- 
iled by Axtan Fea. With upwards of 100 Photogravure 
ortraits and other Illustrations, including relics. Royal 4to. 
1055. net. 


Mr. M. H. Sprenmann in The Academy.—‘‘ The volume is a triumph for the printer and 
publisher, and a solid contribution to Carolinian literature,” 


Pall Mall Gazette.—'* The present sumptuous volume, a storehouse of eloquent associations 
» » Comes as near to outward perfection as anything we could desire.” 


MEMOIRS OF A VANISHED GENERATION 


1813-1855. Edited by Mrs, Warrenne Brace, With numerous 
Illustrations. Demy 8vo. 16s. net. 


*," This work is compiled from diaries and letters dating jrom the time of the Regency 
to the middle of the nineteenth century. The value of the work lies in its natuval un- 
embellished picture of the life of a cultured and well-born family in a Jorcign environment 
at a period so close to eur own that tt is far less jamiliar than periods much more remote. 
There is an atmosphere of Jane Austen s novels about the lives of Admiral Knox and his 
family, and a large number of well-known contemporaries are introduced inte Mrs. Blake's 
dages. 


CESAR FRANCK: A Study. Translated from the 


French of Vincent d’Indy, with an Introduction by Rosa New- 
marcH. Demy 8vo. 75. 6d. net. 


*," There is no purer influence in modern music than that of César Franch, Jor many 
wears ignored in every capacity save that of organist of Sainte-Clotiide, in Paris, but sow 
recognised as the legitimate successor of Bach and Beethoven. His inspiration “ rooted in 
leve and faith” has contributed in a remarkable degree to the regeneration of the musical 
art in France and elsewhere, The new famous ‘‘ Schola Cantorum,” founded tn Paris in 
1896, dy A. Guilmant, Charles Bordes and Vincent d'Indy, is the divect outcome of his 
influence. Among the artists who were in some sort his disciples were Paul Dukas, 
C ier, Gabriel Fauré and the great violinist Vsdye. His pupils include such ayes 
composers as Renolt, Augusta Holmes, Chausson, Roparts, and d' Indy, This book 
written with the devotion of a disciple and the authority of a master, leaves us with 
a vivid and touching impression of the saint-like composer 0 ‘' The Beatitudes.” 


FRENCH NOVELISTS OF TO-DAY: Maurice 
Barres, Réné Bazin, Paul Bourget, Pierre de Coulevain, Anatole 
France, Pierre Loti, Marcel Prévost, and Edouard Rod. Bio~ 
graphical, Descriptive, and Critical, By Winrrep STernens. 
With Portraits and Bibliographies. Crown 8vo. 55. net. 


*,* The writer, who has lived much in France, is thoroughly acquainted with French 
life and with the principal currents of French thought. The book is isdtended to be a 
guide to English readers desirous to keep in touch with the best present-day French 
fiction. Special attention is bese to the ecclesiastical, social, and intellectual problenes 
of contemporary France and their infiuence upon the works of French novelists ¢~° * 


THE KING’S GENERAL IN THE WEST, 
being the Life of Sir Richard Granville, Baronet (1600-1 659} 
By Rocer Grawvitiz, M.A., Sub-Dean of Exeter Cathedral 

ith Illustrations. Demy 8vo. 105. 6d. net. 


Westminster Gasette.—“‘A distinctly interesting work; it will be highly appreciated by 
historical students as well as by ordinary readers.” si 








MEMOIRS, BIOGRAPHIES, Erc. 13 


THE SOUL OF A TURK. By Mas. ve Bunsen. 
With 8 Full-page Illustrations. Demy 8vo. 10s. 6d. net. 


*,* We hear of Moslem“ fanaticism" and Christian “‘ superstition,” but it ts not easy 
to find a book which goes to the heart of the matter. ‘‘The Soul of a Turk" ts the 
outcome of several journeys in Asiatic and European Turkey, notably one through the 
Armenian provinces, down the Tigris on a raft to Baghdad and across the Syrian Desert 
to Damascus. Mrs. de Bunsen made a special study of the various forms of religion 
existing in those countries. Here, side by side with the formal ceremonial of the village 
mosque and the Christian Church, is the resort to Magic and Mystery. 


THE -LIFE AND LETTERS OF ROBERT 


SrepHen Hawker, sometime Vicar of Morwenstow in Cornwall. 
By C. E. Byzes. With numerous Illustrations by J. Ley 
Peruyseipce and others. Demy 8vo. 75. 6d. net. 


Daily Telegraph.—"' . . . As soon asthe volume is opened one finds oneself in the presence 
of a real original, a man of ability, genius and eccentricity, of whom one cannot know 
too much... No one will read this fascinating and charmingly produced book without 
thanks to Mr. Byles and a desire to visit—or revisit—Morwenstow.” 


THE LIFE OF WILLIAM BLAKE. By ALexanper 
Gircurist. Edited with an Introduction by W.Granam Ropertson. 
Numerous Reproductions from Blake’s most characteristic and 
remarkable designs. Demy 8vo. 10s.6¢. net. New Edition. 


Birmingham Post.—'' Nothing seems at all likely ever to supplant the Gilchrist biography. 
Mr. Swinburne praised it magnificently in his own eloquent essay on Blake, and there 
should be no need now to point out its entire sanity, understanding keenness of critical 
insight, and masterly literary style. Dealing with one of the most difficult of subjects, 
it ranks among the finest things of its kind that we possess.” 


GEORGE MEREDITH: Some Characteristics. 


By Ricuarp Le Gauuenne. With a Bibliography (much en- 
larged) by Jon Lane. Portrait, etc. Crown 8vo. 5s.net. Fifth 
Edition. Revised. 


Punch.“ All Meredithians must possess ‘George Meredith; Some Characteristics,’ by 
Richard Le Gallienne. This book is a complete and excellent guide to the novelist and 
the novels, a sort of Meredithian Bradshaw, with pictures of the traffic superintendent 
and the head office at Boxhill. Even Philistines may be won over by the blandishments 
of Mr. Le Gallienne.” 


LIFE OF LORD CHESTERFIELD. An account 
of the Ancestry, Personal Character, and Public Services of the 
Fourth Earl of Chesterfield. By W.H.Craic, M.A. Numerous 
Illustrations, Demy 8vo. 125. 6d. net. 


Times.— It is the chief point of Mr. Craig’s book to show the sterling qualities which 
Chesterfield was at too much pains in concealing, to reject the perishable trivialities of 
his character, and to exhibit him as a philosophic statesman, not inferior to any of his 
contemporaries, except Walpole at one end of his life, and Chatham at the other.” 
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THE TRUE STORY OF MY LIFE: an Auto- 
biography by Aurce M. Dizut, Novelist, Writer, and Musician. 
Pa 8vo. 105. 6d, net. 


LIFE OF W. J. FOX, Public Teacher and 


8d iat Reformer, 1786-1864. By the late Ricnarp Garnett, 
“ » LL.D., concluded by Epwarp Garnett. Demy 8vo. 
2 Sinches.) 165, net. 


. ** W. J. Fox was a prominent figure in public life from 1820 to 1860. From a 
weaver's boy ke became MP. for Oldham (1847-1862), and he will always be remembered 
Jor his association with South Place Chapel, where his Radical opinions and fame as a 
preacher and popular orator brought him in contact with as advanced circle of thought/ul 
people. He was the discoverer of the youthful Robert Browning and Harriet Martineau, 
and the friend of J. S. Mill, Horne, John Forster, Macready, etc. As an Anti-Corn 
Law erator, he swayed, by the power of his eloquence, enthusiastic audiences. As a 
politician, he was the unswerving champion of social reform and the cause of oppressed 
nationalities, his most celebrated speech being in support of his Bill for National Educa- 
tion, 4850, a Bill which anticipated many of the features of the Education Bill of our 
own time. He died in 1863. The present Life has been compiled from manuscript 
material entrusted to Dr. Garnett by Mrs. Bridell Fox. 





OTIA: Essays. By Arming Tuomas Kent. Crown 


Svo, 5/. net. 


TERRORS OF THE LAW: being the Portraits 
of Three Lawyers—the original Weir of Hermiston, ‘ Bloody 
Jeffreys,” and ‘ Bluidy Advocate Mackenzie.” By Francis 
Wart. With 3 Photogravure Portraits. Feap. 8vo. 45. 6d. net. 


The Literary World.—'' The book is altogether entertaining; it is brisk, lively, and 
effective. Mr. Watt has already, in his two series of ‘The Law's Lumber Room,’ 
established his place as an essayist in legal lore, and the present book will increase his 
reputation.” 


CHAMPIONS OF THE FLEET. Captains and 
Men-of-W ar in the Days that Helped to make the Empire. By 


Epwarp Fraser. With 16 Full-page Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 
65. 


THE LONDONS OF THE BRITISH FLEET : 
The Story of Ships bearing the name of Old Renown in Naval 
Annals. By Epwarp Fraser. With 8 Iilustrations in colours, 
and 20 in black and white. Crown 8vo. 63. 


JOHN LANE, THE BODLEY HEAD, VIGO STREET, LONDON, \W. 


